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TAE plan of the following M1s- 
CELLANY may juſtly be confidered 
as entirely new. Our deſign was to 
form a collection of ſuch ſmall, but 
valuable, Poetical Pieces, written by Gen- 
tlemen of Oxrorp, asg never before ap- 
peared together; and which being hi- 
# therto publiſhed ſeparately, or, as it 
# were, by accident, would otherwiſe have 
been overlooked and forgotten, partly 
for want of length, and partly from 
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their manner of publication. Amongſt A 
theſe, are interſperſed ſeveral pieces of 
the greateſt merit, never before printed. i 
This ſtock of materials, which all will 
allow to be highly ſeafoned, thus carefully 
ſelected, and happily blended, we have 
ventured, with ſome degree of propriety, 
to preſent to the public, under the name 4 
of the OxForD SAUSAGE. | . 


Our principal aim has been to collect 
poems of Humour and Burleſque. And in 
conformity to this intention, our Cy/s, 
for which the moſt able maſters have 
been engaged, are engraven in the ſame 
conſiderations, our 


SAUSAGE, we preſume, will not only gra- 
tify the palate, but, if the old and ap- 
proved proverb, Laucy AND BE Far, 
be true, will, at the ſame time, contri- 
bute to make our. readers rive. All 


ed, 
7111 


PREFACE. Vii 


ſuch perſons, therefore, as are grown 


this by too much ſtudy, faſting, and 
low ſpirits, if they would improve their 
conſtitution, and mend their habit, are 
hereby invited to partake of this cheap, 
delicious, and ſalutary Morſel. As to 
readers of a more genial complexion, 
and a more joyous diſpoſition, we need 
not doubt of being favoured with their 
company. In the mean time it is de- 
clared, that we do not mean by our Title 
to exclude any particular ſect or deno- 
mination of people. For Jes, as well 
as Chriſtians, may feed on our SAUSAGE 
without hurting their conſciences. 


In order to render the following Miſ- 
cellany complete, no pains have been 


ſpared in procuring pieces, and no re- 


ſources have been left unexplored. That 
nothing might eſcape us, we have 


- 
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even examined the indefatigable Dr. 
Rawlinſon's voluminous collection of 
manuſcripts preſented to the Bodleian 
Library. But, we muſt acknowledge, 
without ſucceſs; as not one poignant 
Fugredient was to be found in all that im- 
menſe heap of rare and invaluable 
Originals. Indeed, our chief aſſiſtance 
has been from ſome curious and ingent- 
ous members of the Univerfity of Oxford, 
who have made it their buſineſs to pre- 
ſerve ſach fugitive pieces. as were beſt 
adapted to this Deſign. 


Many conjectures, we apprehend, will 
be formed concernipg the Collector of 
this work. Some will probably ſuſpect 
him to be that whimſical genius who com- 
piled the Companion To THE GvuiDE ; 
while others will perhaps gueſs him to 
be the ſame with the vell- bred and 


1. 
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Fumourous writer of the TEkRR&ÆR Filivs. 
But theſe ſagacious Inveſtigators will have 


found out nothing, even if they ſhould ſuc- 


ceed thus far in their conjectures: As 
moſt unluckily the Author of thoſe pieces 
will never be known. 


a# 


It may be proper, in this place, to 


advertiſe our readers that great part 
of the firſt edition of this work was 


printed off, when we were ſo unfortunate 
as to loſe the facetions Mr. BRERNIAIN 
TynkkrLr, Cook, in the High-Street, Ox- 
ford. But it is hoped that Bgx's Cookery, 
which makes no inconfiderable figure in 
this work, will ſtill continue to be re- 
liſhed by all readers of true Taſte. 
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OCCASIONED BY 


BEN TYRRELL's MUTTON PIES, 


4 : 74 1 
the 


— 


ADVERTISEMENT, 


ALL ye that love what's nice and rariſt, 
At Oxford, in St. Mary's Pariſh, 
BEN TYRRELL, cook of high renowny 
To pleaſe the palates of the Gown, PE. 
At three-pence each makes MuTTox Pits, | 
| Which thus he begs to advertiſe : 
. He welcomes all his friends at /ever, 
Each Saturday and Wedr'/day even.“ 


Mr. TrIAEI I, Cook, in the High Street, Oxford, hav- 
ing formed a laudable deſign of obliging the Univerfity with 
Mutton Pies twice a week, this advertiſement appeared on that 
occaſion in the Oxroxp JouRNAL, November 25, 175% 


a 
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No relicks ſtale, with art unjuſt, 

Lurk in diſguiſe beneath his cry; 

His Pies, to give you all fair play, 
Smoak only when tis Market - Day * 

And all muſt own, how #724 his meat, 
While Jol L's“ Porter crowns the treat. 


If Rumps and Kidneys can allure ye, 
Bx takes upon him to aſſure ye, 

No cook ſhall. better hit the taſte, 

In giving life and ſoul to Pas rr. 

If cheap and good have weight with mens. 
Come all ye youths, and ſup with BR x. 

Tf Jiguor in a MuTTon Pix 

Has any. chams,. come taſte and try! 

O bear me witneſs, I, ſons! 

Pierce but the cruſt — the gravy runs: 
The taſter licks his lips, and cries, 
ORA Ben TTRRETT's MuTToN Pins 


But hold — no more I've ſaid enough 
Or elſe my Pi Es may prove —a PUFF. 


* CarTain 3 who, pro bono publico, firſt reduced the 
price of Porter in oO from whe to 4d. a quark, 
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BEN... TYRKEELLY * 


WEDNESDAY NIGHT, DECEMBER the 6th, 1758. 


How I congratulate fair Ir, 

That ſuch the taſte for MuTTon P1ts is! 

Hail glorious Ben! whoſe genius high 

Firſt plann'd a genuine Murrox P1s ! 

Born to combine with matchleſs tafte, 

The charms of PE YER and of Pas TE! 

Was but the motion of my pen 

Quick as thy rolling-pin, O Bun! * 

O, could my thoughts thy paſtry ape, 

And ſlide, like yielding dough, to ſhape ; 3 

My genius, like thy oven glow, 

My Numbers, like thy Gravy flow 3 

Or, in the twinkling of an eye, 

I cook an Op E— as you a Pie; 

O then, (nor think, to mock thy trade, 

My promiſes of pie-cruft made ) - 

I'd raiſe thy culinary fame 

Above immortal SyzrADBURY's name: 

Though from all cooks, a matron wiſe, 

In Saus Ac Es ſhe bore the prize: 

Her ſeaſoning hand ſhould yield to thine, 

Thy Mu rrox ſhould her Pokx outſhine. 
3 
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Nor ſhall the Muſe eſteem it folly, 

To blend with thine the praiſe of JoLLy. 

Thy lov'd compeer ! cogenial friend! 

Who mild, when evening ſhades deſcend, 
Imparts the froth-crown'd PorTER's aid, 

To ſmooth the ſerious brow of trade: 

Both ſhall together mount the ſkies, 

The Pox TER his—but thine the Pizs, 


Thine is the houſe, dear Ben, to call at, 

Or for the Pocket or the Palate. 5 

For thee, the Citizen and Cit | 

Their cold boil'd beef and carrots quit: 
Grave aldermen, ambitious, ſhare 

In Alma Mater's claflic fare: 

The blooming toafts of Oxford town 

Catch the contagion of the Gown, 

And wiſh the wonted eve'ning nigh, 

To have a finger in the Pie. 

As ſo enticing TYRRELL's houſe is, 

Send not too late ye pregnant ſpouſes! 

Think of the midwife's vaſt ſurprize, 

To ſee boys mart'd with MuTrTon Pigs! 

If this the univerſal taſte is 

What will become of Yer'/or Paſties 
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What of the Cates, which. many a maiden, 

For the next Chriſtmas cheer has laid in ? 

Sure all with BEN will ſup and dine, 

And leave their CMRISTMAS PIESs for TRINE. 
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Occaſioned by a ſuppoſed extraordinary Phenomenon in Midwifery. 
1 | 
SAGE Woops! though many a dark affair 
Be known to thy diſcerning eyes; 
E'en you, with all your ſkill, muſt ſtare, 
« To fee Boys marked with Mutton Pies !” 
3 
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What if our Wizes, with equal glee, 
In thought a Sez/age ſhould enjoy; 
Say, would you wonder much, to fe 
The MoTaer's Lonc1ncs mark the Boy? 


ON BEN ,TYRRELL's PIES. 


A mixture ſtrange, of ſuet, currants, meat, 
Where various taſtes combine, the greaſy, and the ſweet, 
Let glad Shrove- Tugſday bring the Paxcax thin, 
Or FRITTER rich, with apples ſtor'd within : 

On Eafter- Sunday be the Puppixc ſeen, 

To which the Tagſey lends her ſober green: 

And when great London hails her annual Lord, 

Let quiy "ring Czftard crown the Aldermannic =" 


LET Chrifmas boaſt her cuſtomary treat, | 


But Ben prepares a more delicious meſs, 
Subſtantial fare, a breakfaſt for Queen Beſs - | 
What dainty Epicure, or greedy Glutton, 
Would not prefer his Pix, that's made of Mutton? 


Each diff rent country boaſts a diff rent taſte, 
And owes it's fame to PuppING and to Pas E: 
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Squas Pix in Cornwall only can they make, 
In Norfolk DUmPLING, and in Salo CAk R; 
But Oxford now from all ſhall bear the prize, 
Fam'd, as for Sa us AES, for Murrox Pres, 


MUTTON PIES FOR THE ASSIZES. 
" uM © 1760. | 


BEHOLD, once more, facetious Bux 

| Steps from his Pas TE to take the PEN. 
And as the Trumpets, ſhrill and loud, 
Precede the Sheriff s javelin d eroud, 

So Ben before- hand advertiſes 

His ſnug- laid ſcheme for the Axet. 

Each of the evenings, Ben propoſes 

With P1xs ſo nice to /moak your noſes: 

No coft, as heretofore, he grudges, 

He'll ſtand the teſt of able Jupces; 

And think, that when the Hall is uf 

How cheap a JURYMAN may ſup! 

For Lawyers CLERES, in wigs ſo ſmart, 
A tight warm room is ſet apart. — 

My MasTexs eke (might Ben adviſe ye) 
Detain'd too long at Mixey Prizey, 

Your College Commons loft at fix, — 

At Bzn's the jovial evening fx; 

| B 4 
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From zripe-indentures, ſtale and dry, 
Eſcap'd to Pox TER and a Pie. 
Hither, if ye have any taſte, 
Ve BooTteD Evipences, haſte! 
Ye LAssEs too, both tall and ſlim, 
In riding-habits dreſs d fo trim, 
Who, uſher'd by ſome young Actorney, 
Take, each Aſſize, an Oxford Fourney : 
All, who /ubp&na'd on th* occaſion, 
Require genteel accommodation, 
Oh haſte to Ben's, and /ave your fines 
You'd pay at houſes deck'd with Ag 
Lo I, a Cook of tafte and knowledge, 
And bred the. Coguus of a College, 
Having long known the Sr DEN T's Bounty, 
Now dare to cater for the CounTy, | 


Come then, of BRN, O come, and buy all — 
As tis Axe - Time, he'll ſtand rial; 
His Cax/e ſucceſs will ſurely crown, 
His Witneſſes —are ALL the Gown. 


It is ſuppoſed Bx means tripartite. 


{I The/e five pieces are all that appeared an this ſubject. 
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ODE TO ARIZ ZI WIG 
By a GENTLEMAN who had juſt left off his BoB. 


ALL hail, ye CuRLs, that rang'd in reverend row, 
With ſnowy. pomp my conſcious ſhoulders hide ! 
That fall beneath in venerable foww, 
And crown my brows above with Feathery pride 
High on your ſummit, Miſdom's mimick'd air 
Sits thron'd with Pedantry her ſolemn ſire, 
And in her net of awe-diffuſing hair, 
Entangles fools, and bids the erowd admire. 
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Ober every lock, that floats in full diſplay, 
Sage Ignorance her gloom ſcholaftic throws; 


And ftamps o'er all my viſage, once ſo gay, 
Unmeaning Gravity's ſerene repoſe. 


Can thus large Wigs our reverence engage ? 


Have Barbers thus the pow'r to blind our eyes? 
Is ſcience thus conferr'd on every ſage, 
By BaYLrss, BLENnxI1NSOP, and lofty WISE? “* 


But thou farewell, my Bos! whoſe thin-wove hatch 
Was ftor'd with quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 


That love to live within the one-curl'd Scratch, 


With Fun, and all the family of Smiles. 


Safe in thy privilege, near Ii, brook, 

Whole afternoons at Wolwercote I quaff'd ; 
At eve my careleſs round in High Street took, 
And call 'd at JoLLy's for the caſual draught. 


No more the Wherry feels my ftroke ſo true; 

At Skirthes in a Grixzle, can I play? 

HVoodflock, farewell! and Walling ford, adieu! 
Where many a /cheme reliev'd the lingering day. 
Such were the joys that once HILARIO crown'd, 
E'er grave Preferment came my peace to rob: 
Such are the leſs ambitious pleaſures found 
Beneath the /iceat of an humble Bos. | 


'* Eminent Peruke Makers i2 Oxford. 
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FROM THOMAS HEARNE, ANTIQUARY, 
TO THE AUTHOR or 


The ComPAnion to the Ox ronp Gutpz, &c. 


FRIEND of the moſs-grown Spire and crumbling Arch, 
Who wont'ſ at eve to pace the long-loſt bounds 

Of loneſome O/eney ! What malignant fiend 

Thy cloyſter-loving mind from ancient lore 


Hath baſe ſeduc'd ? Urg'd thy apoſtate pen 
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To trench deep wounds on Antiquaries ſage, 
And drag the venerable Fathers forth, 
Victims to laughter! Cruel as the mandate 

Of mitred Priefts, who BASKET late enjoin'd 
To throw afide the reverend letters black, 

And print Faſ Prayers in modern type! — At this 
Leland,* and Willis, Dugdale, Tanner, Mood, 
Illuſtrious names! with Camden, Aubrey, Lloyd, ' 


Scald their old cheeks with tears! For once they hop'd 
Jo ſeal thee for their own! and fondly deem'd 


The Muſes, at thy call, would crowding come 
To deck Antipuity with flowrets gay. 
But now may curſes every ſearch attend 
That ſeems inviting ! may'ſt thou pore in vain | 
For dubious Door-ways! may revengeful moths 
Thy ledgers eat! may chronologic ſpouts 
Retain no cypher legible! may Crypts 
Lurk undiſcerned! nor may'ſt thou ſpell the names 
Of Saints in ſtoried Windows! nor the dates 
Of bells diſcover ! nor the genuine ſite 
Of Abbot's Pantries! and may God/towve veil 
Deep from thy eyes profane, her Gothic Charms! 


* Names of eminent Antiquaties. 
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PROGRESS OF DISCONTENT. 
| WRITTEN IN, THE YEAR 1746. 


WIEN now, mature in claſſic knowledge, 
The joyful Vouth is ſent to College; 
His father comes, a Vicar plain, « 
At Oxford bred—in AxNa's reign, 
And thus in form of humble ſuitor, 
Bowing, accoſts a reverend Tutor. 
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« Sir, I'm a Glo'ſterſhire Divine, 
« And this my eldeſt Son of nine; 
« My wife's ambition and my own 
« Was that his child ſhould wear a Gown : 
cc T'll warrant that his good behav'our 
«« Will juſtify your future favour z 
« And for his parts, to tell the truth, 
« My ſon's a very forward Youth ; 
« Has Horace all by heart — you'd wonder 
« And mouths out Homer's Greek like thunder. 
« If you'd examine—and admit him, 
« A Scholarſhip would nicely fit him : 
cc That he ſucceeds tis ten to one; 
cc Your vote and intereſt, fir! —"Tis done.“ 


Our Pupil's hopes, though twice defeated, 

Are with a Scholarſhip compleated : 

A Scholarſhip but half maintains, 

And College Rules are heavy chains : 

In garret dark he ſmokes and puns, . 

A prey to Diſcipline and Duns; 

And now intent on new deſigns, 

Sighs for a Fellowſhip—and Fines. 
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When nine full tedious winters paſt, 
That utmoſt wiſh is crown'd at laſt ; 
But the rich prize no ſooner got, 


| Again he quarrels with his lot: 


« Theſe Fellowſhips are pretty things, 

We live indeed like petty kings: 

« But who can bear to waſte his whole age | 
„ Amid the dullneſs of a College, 


| « Debarr'd the common joys of life, 


« And that prime bliſs—a loving Wife? 

« O! what's a Table richly ſpread 

« Without a Woman at its head ! 

« Would ſome Benefice but fall, 

« Ye Feaſts, ye Dinners ! farewell all! 

« To Offices I'd bid adieu, 

« Of Dean, Vice-przs,—of Burſar too; 

« Come joys, that rural quiet yields, 

« Come 'Tythe, and Houſe, and fruitful Fields!" 


Too fond of liberty and eaſe 
A Patron's vanity to pleaſe, 
Long time he watches, and by ſtealth, 
Each frail Incumbent's doubtfuFhealth ; 
At length—and in his fortieth year, 
S A Living drops — two hundred clear! 


— — — — 
— „* 
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With breaſt elate bag gti; 
He hurries down to take poſſeſſion. 
With rapture views the ſweet retreat — 
c What a convenient Houſe! how neat! 
« For Fuel here's ſufficient Wood : 
cc Pray God the Cellars may be good! 
« The Garden— that muſt be new plann'd — 
« Shall theſe old - faſnion'd Yew-trees ſtand ? 
« Ofer yonder vacant plot ſhall riſe 
cc The flow'ry Shrub of thouſand Dies: 
« Yon wall that feels the ſouthern ray, 
« Shall bluſh with ruddy fruitage gay: 
c While thick beneath its aſpect warm 
« O'er well rang'd hives the bees ſhall ſwarm, 
« From which, e'er long, of golden gleam 
« Metheglin's luſeious juice ſhall ſtream : 
c This aukward Hutt, o'er- grown with ivy, 
« We'll alter to a modern privy : 
« Up yon green ſlope of hazels trim, 
« An avenue ſo cool and dim, 
| « Shall to an arbour at the end, 
« In ſpite of gout, intice a friend. 
e My predeceſſor lov'd* Devotion — | 
« But of a Garden had no notion- 


THE OXFORD SAUSAGE, 33 


Continuing this fantaſtic farce on, 

He now commences Country Parſon, 

To make his character entire, 

He weds — a Couſin of the Squire; 

Not over weighty in the purſe, 

But many Doctors have done worſe : 
And though ſhe boaſts no charms divine, 
Yet ſhe can carve, and make Birch Wine. 


Thus fixt, content he taps his barrel, 
Exhorts his neighbours not to quarrel ; 
Finds his Churchwardens have diſceruing 
Both in good Liquor and good Learning ; 
With Tythes his Barns replete he ſees, 
And chuckles o'er his Surplice-fees ; 
Studies to find out latent dues, 
And regulates the State of Pews ; 
Rides a ſleek mare with purple houſing, 
To ſhare the Monthly Club's carouſing; 
Of Oxford pranks facetious tells, 
And— but on Sundays — hears no Bells ; 


Sends preſents of his choiceſt fruit, | | 
And prunes himſelf each ſapleſs ſhoot; | 
Plants Colliflowers, and boaſts to rear 7 
The earlieſt Melon of the year; 


1 
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Thinks alteration charming work is, 

Keeps bantam cocks, and feeds his turkies ; 
Builds in his copſe a favourite bench, 

And ſtores the pond with Carp and Tench, — 


But ah! too ſoon his thoughtleſs breaft 
By cares domeſtic is oppreſt; 
And a third Butcher's Bill, and Brewing, 
Threaten inevitable ruin: 
For children freſh expences yet, 
And Dicky now for ſchool is fit. 
« Why did I fell my College Lite 
« (He cries) for Benefice and Wite ? 
c Return, ye days! when endleſs pleaſure 
cc J found in reading or in leiſure ! 
« When calm around the Common Room 
« J puff d my daily pipe's perfume ! 
« Rode for a ſtomach, and inſpected, 
cc At annual bottlings, corks ſelected : 
« And din'd untax'd, untroubled, under 
cc The Portrait of our pious Founder! 
cc When [mpofitions were ſupply'd 
4% To light my pipe—or ſooth my pride! 
« No cares were then for forward Peaſe 
« A yearly-longing Wite to pleaſe ; 
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No children cry'd for butter d toaſt ; 
« And every night I went to bed, 
o out a Modus in my head! 


Oh! trifling head, and fickle heart! 
Chagrin'd at whatſoe'er thou art ; 
A dupe to Follies yet untry d, 
And ſick of pleaſures ſcarce enjoy'd! 
Each prize poſſeſs d, thy tranſport ceaſes, 
And in purſuit alone it pleaſes. 


My thoughts no Chriſt ning Dinners croſt, 
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EVENING CONTEMPLATION 
/ 9 ' | 


= = OP COLLEGE. 


Being a PAROD Y on Gzxar's ELxcy in a Country Church Yard, 


THE curfew tolls the hour of cloſing gates, 
With jarring ſound the Porter turns the key, 
Then in his dreary manſion ſlumb' ring waits, 
And flowly, ſternly quits it — tho' for me. 


ard. 
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Now ſhine the Spires beneath the paly moon, 


And through the Cloiſter peace and ſilence reign, 
Save where ſome fiddler ſcrapes a drowſy tune, 


| Or copious bowls inſpire a jovial ſtrain: 


Save that in yonder cobweb- mantled room, 
Where lies a Student in profound repoſe, 
Oppreſs'd with ale, wide -echoes thro” the gloom 
The droning muſic of his vacal noſe. 


Within thoſe walls, where- thro? the glimm'ring ſhade 


Appear the pamphlets in a mould'ring heap, 


Each in his narrow bed till morning laid, 


The peaceful Fellows of the College ſleep. 


The tinkling bell proclaiming early prayers, 
The noiſy ſervants rattling o'er their head, 
The calls of buſineſs, and domeſtic cares, 


| Ne'er rouze theſe ſleepers from their downy bed. 


No chatt'ring females crowd their ſocial fire, 
No dread have they of diſcord and of ſtrife; 


Unknown the names of Huſband and of Sire, | 
Onfelt the plagues of matrimonial life. 


* 
Oft have they baſk d along the ſunny walls, 


Oft have the benches bow'd beneath their weight : 
How jocund are their looks when dinner calls! 
How ſmoke the cutlets on their crowded plates 


C 3 
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O let not Temperance too difdainful hear 
How long our Feaſts, how long our Dinners laſt ; 
Nor let the Fair with a contemptuous ſneer 
On theſe unmarry'd men reflections caſt ! 


The ſplendid fortune and the beauteous face 
( Themſelves confeſs it, and their fires bemoan ) 
Too ſoon are caught by ſcarlet and by lace : 
Theſe ſons of ſcience. ſhine in black alone. 


Forgive, ye fair, th' involuntary fault, 
Tf theſe no feats of gaiety diſplay, 


Where through proud Ranelagh's wide-echoing vault 


Melodious Fx As! trills her quav'ring lay. 


Say, is the Sword well ſuited to the Band, 
Does broider'd Coat agree with ſable Gown, 
Can Dreſden laces ſhade a Churchman's hand, 
Or Learning's Vot'ries ape the Beaux of Town? 


Perhaps in theſe time- tott'ring walls reſide 
Some who were once the darlings of the fair; 
Some who of old could taftes and faſhions guide, 
Controul the Manager and awe the Play'r. 


But Science now has fill'd their vacant mind 
With Rome's rich ſpoils and Truth's exalted views ; 
Fir'd them with tranſports of a nobler kind, 

And bade them ſlight all females — but the Muſe. 
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Full many a lark, high tow'ring to.the ſky, 
Unheard, unheeded, greets th' approach of light; 
Full many a ſtar, unſeen by mortal eye, 

With twinkling luſtre glimmers thro? the night. 


Some future HERRING, that with dauntleſs breaſt 


Rebellion's torrent ſhall like him oppoſe ; 


Some mute, ſome thoughtleſs Ha R DWI CEA here may 0 


| Some PELHAM, dreadful to his country's foes, 


From prince and people to command applauſe, 
*Midft ermin'd peers to guide the high debate, 
To ſhield Britannia's and Religion's laws, 


And ſteer with ſteady courſe the Helm of State. 


Fate yet forbids; nor circumſcribes alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confines ; 
FPForbids in freedom's veil t' inſult the throne, 

E Beneath her maſk to hide the worſt deſigns. 


To fill the madding crowd's perverted mind 
With Penſions, Taxes, Marriages, and Jews; 
Or ſhut the Gates of Heaven on loſt mankind, 


And wreſt their darling hopes, their future views, 


Far from the giddy town's tumultuous ſtrife, 
Their wiſhes yet have never learnt to ſtray; 
Content and happy in a ſingle life, 

They keep the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 
C 4 


OUTER oY SSI We 7 OR) UP I YE" RI" - * 
"x" n , _ ” — 
r r 


— IDE IB Ty > 9 I OI” nn — 
— — - — —— — — —— —— — ̃ ¶— ̃ IU—K—ů— g ˙ñ 


" 1 
2. 
8 
n 22 
1 
. * 1 7 
11 
I N 
+. 5 
466M 
1 * 
"£2 
_— 
; 2 
1 
4 YN * © ha 
1 
1 et) 
> = A * 
1 
+ 
n 333 
4 2 
F 1 
4 12 1 
« Fo 
4 7 
1) 
„ 2 q 2 
- =_ 
er. 
1 3 
+> 
1 
1 
" 3 
; 89 
i | * 
9 
13 1 
1 
9 be , 
294 7 
qt 
43'S 
: N 
on : 4 
EE 
">= 
1 
+ 
= 
53 - 
+ &X] 
SY 
7 
5H 0 
0 4 4 
+ 9 
it, 

So 
+ 
1 
E 1 
1 
4 4 

1 
1 
. bd 
4 1 
* 
7 
1. 


. ne Fan CE SI Ne) 
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Een now their books from cobwebs to protect, 
Inclos'd by doors of glaſs, in Doric ſtyle, 
On fluted pillars rais'd, with bronzes deck'd, 
They claim the paſſing tribute of a ſmile. 


Oft are the authors* names, tho' richly bound, 
Miſ-ſpelt by blund ring binders' want of care; 
And many a catalogue is ſtrew'd around, 

To tell th' admiring gueſt what books are there. 


For who, to thoughtleſs ignorance a prey, 
Neglects to hold ſhort dalliance with a book; 
Who there but wiſhes to prolong his ſtay, 
And on thoſe caſes caſt a ling'ring look? 


Reports attract the lawyer's parting eyes, 
Novels Lord Fopling and Sir Plume require - 
For Songs and Plays the voice of beauty cries, 
And Senſe and Nature Grandiſon deſire. 


For thee, who mindful of thy lov'd compeers 
Doſt in their lines their artleſs tales relate, 
If chance, with prying ſearch, in future years, 
Some Antiquarian ſhall enquire thy fate. 


Haply ſome friend may ſhake his hoary head, 
And ſay, Each morn, unchill'd by froſts, he ran 
With hoſe ungarter'd, o'er yon turfy bed, : 

© To reach the Chapel ere the Pſalms began. 
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There in the arms of that lethargic chair, 
Which rears it's moth-devoured back ſo high, 
« At noon he quaff'd three glaſſes to the fair, 

« And por'd upon the news with curious eye. 


© Now by the fire, engag'd in ſerious talk 
Or mirthful converſe, would he loit'ring ſtand ; 
Then in the garden chuſe a ſunny walk, 

© Or launch the poliſh'd bowl with ſteady hand. 


© One morn we miſs'd him at the hour of pray'r, 


« Beſide the fire, and on his fav'rite green; 
© Another came, nor yet within' the chair, 
Nor yet at bowls, nor chapel was he ſeen. 


© The next we heard that in a neighb'ring ſhire, 
© That day to church he led a bluſhing Bride; 
A nymph, whoſe ſnowy veſt and maiden fear 
© Improv'd her beauty while the knot was ty'd. 


Now by his patron's bounteous care remov'd, 


He roves enraptur'd through the fields of Kent; 
© Yet ever mindful of the place he lov'd, 
© Read here the Letter which he lately ſent. 


7 H „ 
ce In rural innocence ſecure I dwell, 
« Alike to fortune and to fame unknown; 
« Approving conſcience cheers my humble cell, 
And ſocial quiet marks me for her own. 
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«« Next to the bleſſings of religious truth, 
« Two gifts my endleſs gratitude engage; 
« A Wife, the joy and tranſport of my youth, 
« Now, with a Son, the comfort of my age. 


« Seek not to draw me from this kind retreat, 
« In loftier ſpheres unfit, untaught to move; 
« Content with calm, domeſtic life, where meet 
« The ſmiles of Friendſhip, and the ſweets of Love.“ 
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AND THE 

ONE HORSE CHAIR, 
AT Blagrave's* once upon a time, 
There ſtood a PHatToN ſublime ; 


Unſullied by the duſty road 
It's wheels with recent crimſon glow'd ; 


* Well known at Oxf-rd for letting out Carriages, 1763. 
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It's ſides diſplay'd a dazzling hue, 
It's harueſs tight, it's lining new, 
No ſcheme - enamour'd youth, I ween, 
Survey d the gaily deck'd machine, 
But fondly long'd to fieze the reins, 

And whirl o'er Campsfeld's* tempting plains, 
Meantime it chanc'd, that hard at hand 
A ONE HoRSE CHAIR had took it's ſtand ; 
When thus our Vehicle begun | 

IJ 0 ſneer the luckleſs Chaiſe and One. 


« How could my maſter place me here 
Within thy vulgar atmoſphere ? 
From claſſic ground pray ſhift thy tation, 
Thou ſcorn of Oxford Education, 
Your homely make, believe me, man, 
Is quite upon the Gothic Plan; 
And you, and all your clumſy kind, 
For loweſt purpoſes defign'd : 
Fit only, with a one-eyed mare, 
To drag, for benefit of air, 
The country parſon's pregnant wife, 
Thou friend of dull domeſtic life! 
Or, with his maid and aunt, to ſchool 
To carry Dicky on a ſtool: 


* In the Road to Blenheim» 
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Or, haply to ſome chriſt 'ning gay, 

A brace of godmothers convey. — 

Or, when bleſt Saturday prepares 

For London Tradeſmen reft from cares, 
"Tis thine to make them happy one day, 
Companion of their genial Sunday! 
Tis thine, o'er turnpikes newly made, 
When timely ſhow'rs the duſt have laid, 
To bear ſome Alderman ſerene 

To fragrant Hampſtead's GHlvan ſcene. 
Nor higher ſcarce thy merit riſes 
Among the poliſh'd ſons of . 

Hir'd for a ſolitary crown, 

Can'ſt thou to Schemes invite the Gown ? 
Go, tempt ſome prig, pretending taſte, 
With hat new cock'd, and newly lac'd, 
O'er mutton - chops, and ſcanty wine, 
At humble Dorchefter to dine! 

Meantime remember, lifeleſs drone ! 

I carry Backs and Bloods alone. 

And oh! whene'er the weather's friendly, 
What Inn at Abingdon or Henley, 

But ſtill my vaſt importance feels, 

And gladly greets my entering wheels. 
And think, obedient to the throng, 

How yon gay ſtreet we ſmoak along: 
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While all with envious wonder view 
The corner turn'd ſo quick and true. 


To check an Upſtart's empty Pride, 
Thus ſage the ONE HORSE CHAIR reply'd. 


Pray, when the conſequence is weigh'd 
What's all your ſpirit and parade? 

From mirth to grief what ſad tranſitions, 

To broken bones and Impo/itions l 

Or if no bones are broke, what's worſe, 

Your Schemes make work for Glaſs and Neur/e *,— 

On us pray ſpare your keen reproaches, 

From One Horſe Chairs men riſe to Coaches ; 

If calm diſcretion's ſtedfaſt hand, 

With cautious {kill the reins command, 

From me fair Health's freſh fountain ſprings, 

O'er me ſoft Szugne/s ſpreads her wings: 

And Innocence reflects her ray 

To gild my calm ſequeſter d way: | 

E'en king's might quit their ſtate to ſhare 

Contentment and a One Horſe Chair, — 

What though, o'er yonder echoing ſtreet _ 
Your rapid wheels reſound ſo ſweet; 

Shall Ih Sons thus vainly prize 

A RATTLE of @ larger fize ?” 


» Eminent Surgeons in Oxford. 
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BIACRA VR, who during the diſpute, 

Stood in a corner, ſnug and mute, 
Surpriz d, no doubt, in lofty verſe, 
To hear his Carriages converſe, 

With ſolemn face, o'er Oxford ale, 

To me diſclos'd this wonderous tale: 

I ftratt diſpatch'd it to the Muſe, 
Who bruſh'd it up for Yack/on's News,“ 
And, what has oft been penn'd in proſe, 
Added this moral at the cloſe. 


cc Things may be uſeful if obſcure; 
cc The pace that's ſlow 1s often ſure : 
« When empty pageantries we prize, 
« We raiſe but duſt to blind our eyes. 
e The coLDen Max can beſt beſtow 
« Safety for unſubſtantial Shaw.” 


* Fackſon's OxrorD JovRNAL; where this Fans £ 
firſt appeared. 
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SPLENDID $SHILLING. 


-=- = - - - - - - - - - Sing, heavenly muſe, 


Things unattempted yet, in proſe or rbyme, 
A SHILLING, BREECHEsS, and CHIMERASsS dire. 


Happ V the man, who void of cares and ſtrife, 
In filken or in leathern purſe, retains 

A SPLENDID SHILLING : he nor hears with pain 
New oyſters cry'd, nor ſighs for cheerful ale; 

But with his friends, when nightly miſts ariſe, 

To Jun'per's Magpye, or Town-hall * repairs : 


* Two noted Alchouſes in Oxford, 1700. 
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Where mindful of the nymph, whoſe wanton eye 
'Transfix'd his ſoul, and kindled amorous flames, 
Cron or PH1LL1s; he each circling glaſs 
Wiſheth her health, and joy, and equal love. 
Meanwhile, he ſmokes, and laughs at merry tale, 
Or pun ambiguous, or conundrum quaint, 
But I, whom griping penury ſurrounds, 
And hunger, ſure attendant upon want, 
With ſcanty offals, and ſmall acid tiff, 
(Wretched repaſt!) my meagre corpſe ſuſtain: 
Then ſolitary walk, or doze at home | 
In garret vile, and with a warming puff 
Regale chill'd fingers ; or from tube as black 
As winter-chimney, or well-poliſh'd jet, 
Exhale Mundungus, ill-perfuming ſcent : 
Not blacker tube, nor of a ſhorter ſize 
Smokes Cambro-Briton (vers'd in pedigree, 
Sprung from CaDwALADER and ARTHUR, kings 
| Full famous in romantic tale) when he | End 
Oer many a craggy hill and barren cliff, 
Upon a cargo of fam'd Ceftrian cheeſe, 
High over-ſhadowing, rides, with a defi gn 
| To vend his wares, or at the Arvoviar mart, 

Or Maridunum, or the ancient town 


| Yclp'd Brechinia, or where YVaga's ſtream 


Encircles Ariconium, fruitful ſoil! 
D 
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E p 1 N * < . . — „ * 
Whence flow nectareous wines, that well may vie 
With Maſſic, Selin, or renown'd Falern. 


Thus, while my joyleſs minutes tedious flow, 
With looks demure, and ſilent pace, a Dun, 
Horrible monſter! hated by gods and men, 

To my aerial citadel aſcends ; 

With hideous accents thrice he calls; I know 
The voice ill-boding, and the ſolemn ſound. 
What ſhou'd I do? or whither turn? amaz'd, | 

Confounded, to the dark receſs I fly 

Of wood-hole ; ſtrait my briſtling hairs erect 

Through ſudden fear: a chilly ſweat bedews 

My ſhudd'ring limbs, and (wonderful to tell!) 

My tongue forgets her faculty of ſpeech; 

So horrible he ſeems ! his faded brow 

Entrench'd with many a frown, and conic beard, 

And ſpreading band, admir'd by modern faints, 

Diſaſtrous acts forebode ; in his right hand 

Long ſcrolls of paper ſolemnly he waves, 

With characters, and figures dire inſcrib'd, 

Grievous to mortal eyes; (ye gods avert 

Such plagues from righteous men ! ) behind him ſtalks 

Another monſter not unlike himſelf 
Sullen of aſpeR, by the vulgar call'd 
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A Catchpole, whoſe polluted hands the gods 
With force incredible, and magick charms 
Erſt have endu'd ; if he his ample palm 
Should haply on ill-fated ſhoulder lay 

Of Debtor, ſtrait his body, to the touch 
Obſequious, ( as whilom knights were wont) 
To ſome inchanted caſtle is convey'd, . 
Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains 
In durance ftri& detain him, till in form 

Of money, PAaLLas ſets the captive free. 


Beware, ye Debtors, when ye walk, beware, 

Be circumſpect; oft with inſidious ken 
This caitiff eyes your ſteps aloof, and oft 
Lies perdue in a nook. or gloomy cave, 
Prompt to inchant ſome inadvertent wretch 
With his unhallowed touch. So (Poets fing ) 
Grimalkinito domeſtick vermin ſworn 
An everlaſting foe, with watchful eye 
Lies nightly brooding o'er a chinky gap, 
Portending her fell claws, to thoughtleſs mice 
Sure ruin. So her diſembowell'd web 
Arachne in a Hall, or kitchen ſpreads, 
Obvious to vagrant flies : She ſecret ſtands 
Within her woven cell: The humming prey, 

Regardleſs of their fate, ruſh on the toils 
| D 2 
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Inextricable, nor will aught avail 
Their arts, or arms, or ſhapes of lovely hue ; 

The waſp infidious, and the buzzing drone, 

And butterfly proud of expanded wings 
Diſtinct with gold, entangled in her ſnares, 
Uſeleſs reſiſtance make: with eager ſtrides, 

She tow ring flies to her expected fpoils ; 
Then, with envenom'd jaws the vital blood 

Drinks of reluctant foes, and to her cave 
Their bulky carcaſſes triumphant drags. 


So paſs my days. But when nocturnal ſhades 
This world invelope, and th' inclement air 
Perſuades men to repel benumbing froſts 
With pleaſant wines, and crackling blaze of wood; 
Me, lonely ſitting, nor the glimmering light 
Of make- weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving friend delights; diftreſs'd, forlorn, 
Amidſt the horrors of the tedious night, 
Darkling I figh, and feed with diſmal thoughts 
My anx1ous mind ; or ſometimes mournful verſe 
Indite, and fing of groves and myrtle ſhades, 
Or deſperate lady near a purling ftream, 

Or lover pendent on a willow tree. 
Mean while I labour with eternal drought, _ 
And reſtleſs wiſh, and rave; my parched throat 


- 
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Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repoſe : 
But if a lumber haply does invade 


My weary limbs, my fancy's ſtill awake, 


Thoughtful of drink, and eager, in a . 


Tipples imaginary pots of ale, 
In vain; awake I find the ſettled thirſt 


Still gnawing, and the pleaſing phantom curſe. 


Thus do I live, from pleaſure quite debar'd, 
Nor taſte the fruits that the ſun's genial rays, 
Mature Fohn- Apple, nor the downy Peach; 
Nor Walnut in rough-furrow'd coat ſecure; 
Nor Medlar- fruit, delicious in decay: 
Afiition great! yet greater ſtill remain: 

My Calligaſtius that have long withſtood | 
The winter's fury, and incroaching froſts, 

By time ſubdu'd, (what will not time ſubdue!) 
An horrid chaſm diſcloſe, with orifice 

Wide, diſcontinuous ; at which the winds 

Eurus and Aufter, and the dreadful force 

Of Boreas, that congeals the Cronian waves, 
Tumultuous enter with dire chilling blaſts, 
Portending agues. Thus a well-fraught ſhip 
Long ſail'd ſecure, or thro' th' Ægean deep, 
Or the Jonian, till cruiſing near b 

The Liljbean ſhore, with hideous craſh 

D 3 
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(On Scylla, or Charybdis dang rous rocks!) 
She ſtrikes rebounding, whence the ſhatter'd oak, 
So fierce a ſhock unable to withſtand, 

| Admits the ſea; in at the gaping fide 

The crowding waves guſh with impetuous rage, 
Reſiſtleſs, overwhelming ; horrors ſeize 


The mariners, death in their eyes appears, 
They ſtare, they lave, they pump, they ſwear, they p pray; 
(Vain efforts! ) ſtill the battering waves ruſh in, 
Implacable, till delug'd by the foam, 

The ſhip finks found'ring in the vaſt abyſs, 
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A PANEGERIC ON OXFORD ALE. 
BY A 6 OF OXFORD. 


-- = = - - - - Mea nec Falerne 
Temperant vites, neque Formiani | 
Pocula Colles. | Hor. 


BALM of my cares, ſweet ſolace of my tolls, 
Hail juice benignant ! o'er the coſtly cups 

Of Riot- ſtirring wine, unwholeſome draught, 
Let pride's looſe ſous prolong the waſteful night; 


* 


56 THE OXFORD SAUSAGE, 


My ſober ev'ning let the tankard bleſs, 
With toaſt embrown'd, and fragrant nutmeg fraught, 
While the rich draught with oft- repeated whiffs 
Tobacco mild improves. Divine repaſt ! 

| Where no crude ſurfeit, or intemperate joys 

Of lawleſs Bacchus reign ; but o'er my ſoul 

A calm lethean creeps ; in drowſy trance 

Each thought ſubſides, and ſweet oblivion wraps 
My peaceful brain, as if the leaden rod 

Of magic Morpheus o'er mine eyes had ſhed 

Its opiate influence. What tho! ſore ills 

Oppreſs, dire want of chill - diſpelling coals 

Or cheerful candle ( ſave the make-weight's gleam 
Haply remaining) heart-rejoicing Aus 
Cheers the ſad ſcene, and every want ſupplies, 
Meantime, not mindleſs of the daily taſk 
Of tutor ſage, upon the learned leaves 

Of deep SMIGLEC vs much I meditate, 

While AL x inſpires, and lends its kindred aid, 
The thought - perplexing labour to purſue, 

Sweet helicon of logic ! but if friends 

Cogenial call me from the toilſome page, 

Jo Pot-houſe I repair, the ſacred haunt, 

Where, ALE, thy votaries in full reſort, 

Hold rites nocturnal. In capacious chair 

Of monumental oak and antique mould, 
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That long has ſtood the rage of conquering years 
Inviolate, (nor in more ample chair 
Smoaks roſy juſtice, when th' important cauſe 
Whether of hen-rooft, or of mirthful rape, 
In all the majeſty of paunch he tries ) 
Studious of eaſe, and provident, I place 
My gladſome limbs; while in repeated round 
Returns repleniſh'd the ſucceſſive cup, 
And the briſk fire conſpires to genial joy : 
While haply, to relieve the ling'ring hours 
In innocent delight, amuſive Putt 
On ſmooth joint- ſtool in emblematic play, 
The vain viciſſitudes of fortune ſhews. 
Nor Reckoning, name tremendous me diſturbs, 
Nor, call'd for, chills my breaſt with ſudden fear: 
While on the wonted door, expreſſive mark, g 
The frequent penny ſtands deſcrib'd to views | f 


In ſnowy characters and graceful row. — 

| Hail, Ticx1nG! ſureſt guardian of diſtreſs! 
12 Beneath thy ſhelter, pennyleſs I quaff i 
The cheerful cup, nor hear with hopeleſs heart 


New oyſters cry'd : — Tho 
Ne'er yet attempted in poeti 
Accept this tribute of poetic 

Nor Proctor thrice ith vf 
Our joys ſecure, nor deigns the lowly roof 


5$ THE OXFORD SAUSAGE. 


Of Pot-houſe ſnug to viſit : wiſer he 

The ſplendid Tavern haunts, or Coffee - houſe 

Of James or Jucoixs, where the grateful breath 
Of loath'd tobacco ne'er diffus'd its balm ; 

But the Jewd ſpendthrift, falſly deem'd polite, 
While ſteams around the fragrant Indian Bowl, 

Oft damns the vulgar ſons of humbler ALR: 

In vain—the Proctor's voice arreſts their joys ; 

Juſt fate of wanton pride and looſe exceſs! 

Nor lefs by day delightful is thy draught, 
All-pow'rful Aus! whoſe ſorrow - ſoothing ſweets 
Oſt I repeat in vacant afternoon, I 
When tatter'd ſtockings crave my mending hand 
Not unexperienced ; while the tedious toil 
Slides unregarded, Let the tender ſwain 
Each morn regale on nerve - relaxing Tea, 
Companion meet of languor- loving nymph : 

Be mine each morn with eager appetite 

And hunger undiſſembled, to repair 

To friendly Buttery; there on ſmoaking Cruſt 
And foaming AL x to banquet unreſtrained, 
Material breakfaſt! Thus in ancient days 

Our anceſtors robuſt, with liberal cups 

Ulſher'd the morn, unlike the ſqueamiſh ſong 

Of modern times : nor ever had the might 

Of Britons brave decay d, had thus they fed, 
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With Britiſh ALz improving Britiſh Worth, 
With Alx irriguous, undiſmay'd I hear 

The frequent Dun aſcend my lofty dome 

Importunate : whether the plaintive voice 

Of Laundreſs ſhrill awake my ſtartled ear; 

Or Barber ſpruce with ſupple look intrude ; 

Or Taylor with obſequious bow advance 

Or Groom invade me with defying front 

And ſtern demeanour, whoſe emaciate ſteeds 

(Whene'er or Phœbus ſhone with kindlier beams, 

Or luckier chance the borrow'd boots ſupply'd ) 

Had panted oft beneath my goring ſteel. 

In vain they plead or threat: all- powerful AlL x 

Excuſes new ſupplies, and each deſcends 

With joyleſs pace, and debt - deſpairing looks: 

Elen SPACEY. with indignant brow retires, 

Fierceſt of duns! and conquer'd quits the field. 
Why did the gods ſuch various bleſſings pour 

On hapleſs mortals, from their grateful hands 

So ſoon the ſhort-liv'd bounty to recall = 

Thus, while improvident of future ill, 

I quaff the luſcious tankard uncontroul'd, 

And thoughtleſs riot in unlicenc'd bliſs ; 

Sudden (dire fate of all things excellent! ) 

Th' unpitying Burſar's croſs- affixing hand 

Blaſts all my joys, and ſtops my glad career, 
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Nor now the friendly Pot- houſe longer yields 

A ſure retreat, when night o'erſhades the ſkies; 

Nor SHEPPARD, barbarous matron, longer gives 

The wonted truſt, and WINTER ticks no more. 
Thus Ap A, exil'd from the beauteous ſcenes 

Of Eden griey'd, no more in fragrant bower 

On fruits divine to feaſt, freſh ſhade and vale 

No more to viſit, or vine- mantled grot ; 

But, all forlorn, the dreary wilderneſs, 

And unrejoicing ſolitudes to trace : 

Thus too the matchleſs bard, whoſe lay reſounds 

The SyLENDID SHILLING'S Praiſe, in nightly gloom 

Of loneſome garret, pin'd for cheerful Al. x; 


| Whole ſteps in verſe Miltonic I purſue, . < 


Mean follower : like him with honeſt love 

Of Ax divine infpir'd, and love of Song. 

But long may bounteeus Heav'n with watchful care 
Avert his hapleſs lot! enough for me | 
That burning with cogenial flame I dar'd 

His guiding fteps at diſtance to purſue, 

And fing his favourite theme in kindred firains, 
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ODE T-Q' HO R 


In the Allegorie, Deſcriptive, Alliterative, Epithetical, Fantaſtic, 
Hyperbolical, and Diabolical STYLE of 
Our Modern Ops -WriTERs, and Monody - MONGERSse 


+++» + + + « Ferreus ingruit Horror. VIC. 


O Goddeſs of the gloomy ſcene, 

Of ſhadowy ſhapes thou black - brow'd queen ; 

Thy treſſes dark with ivy crown'd, 

On yonder mould'ring Abbey found ; 
Oft wont from Charnels damp and dim, 

To call the ſheeted ſpectre grim, 
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While as his looſe chains loudly clink, 
Thou add'ft a length to every link: 
O thou, that lov'ſt at eve to ſeck 
The penfive-pacing pilgrim meek, 

And ſett'ſt before his ſhuddering eyes 
Strange forms, and fiends of giant - ſize, 
As wildly works thy wizzard will, 
Till fear- ſtruck fancy has her fill: 
Dark pow'r whoſe magic might prevails 
O'er hermit- rocks, and fairy - vales ; 

O goddeſs, erſt by SrpENSER view'd, 
What time th' enchanter vile embru'd 
His hands in FLORIMEL's pure heart, 
Till loos'd by fteel-clad Bxirtomarrt : 

O thou that erſt on Fancy's wing | | 
Didſt terror-trembling +'Tass0 bring, 
To groves where kept damn'd furies dire 
Their blue-tipt battlements of fire ; 
Thou that through many a darkſome pine, | 
Oer the rugged rock recline, 

Didſt wake the hollow - whiſp' ring breeze 
With care-conſumed EL o1ss : 

O thou, with whom in cheerleſs cell, 
The midnight clock pale pris'ners tell ; 


® SPENSER's Fairy Queen, book ili. canto. 12. 
+ Gieruf. Liberat. b. xiv. | 
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O haſte thee, mild Miltonic maid, 

From yonder yew's ſequeſter'd ſhade 

More bright than all the fabled Nine, 

Teach me to breathe the ſolemn line! 

O bid my well- rang'd numbers riſe, 

Pervious to none but Azic eyes; - 

O give the ſtrain that Madneſs moves, 

Till every ſtarting ſenſe approves ! 

What felt the Gallic ®* Traveller, 

When far in Arab - deſert drear, 

He found within the Catacomb; 

Alive, the terrors of a tomb ? 

While many a mummy through the ſhade, 

In hieroglyphic ſtole array'd, 

Seem'd to uprear the myſtic head, 

And trace the gloom with ghoſtly tread ; 

Thou heardſt him pour the ſtifled groan, 

HokROR! his ſoul was all thy own! 

O mother of the fire-clad thought, 

O haſte thee from thy grave-like grot ! 

(What time the witch perform'd the rite ) 

Sprung from th' embrace of TasTz and NI ORT! 
O queen! that erſt didſt thinly ſpread 

The willowy leaves o'er + Is1s' Head, 


® I do not remember that any poetical uſe has been made of this ory, 
+ See Is1s, an Elegy. 
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And to her meek mien didſt diſpenſe 
Woe's moſt awful negligence ; 

What time, in cave, with viſage pale, 
She told her elegiac tale : 

O thou! whom wand'ring WarToxN ſaw, 
Amaz'd with more than youthful awe, 
As by the pale moon's glimm'ring gleam 
He mus'd his melancholy theme : * 

O curfeu-loving goddeſs haſte! 

O waft me to ſome ScCyYTHIAN waſte, 
Where, in Gozhick ſolitude, 

Mid proſpects moſt ſublimely rude, 
Beneath a rough rock's gloomy chaſm, 
Thy ſiſter fits, EnTavusagn : 

Let me with her, in magic trance, 
Hold moſt delirious dalliance; 

Till I, thy penſive votary, 
Horror, look madly wild like thee; 
Until I gain true Tranſport's ſhove, 
And Life's retiring ſcene is o'er ; 
Aſpire to ſome more azure ſky, 
Remote from dim Mortality; 

At length, recline the fainting head, 
In Druid - dreams diffoly'd and dead. 


* See The PrTrAZUAES of MEL axNcnHolty, 2 Poem, 
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EL 1 NEW N OL 
IN IMITATION OF COLLEY nnd 
RE CITAT IVO. 
OLD Battle -array, big with horror is fled,. 
And olive-rob'd Peace again lifts up her head, 
Sing, ye Muſes, ToBAcco, the blefling of peace; 
Was ever a-nation ſo bleſſed as this? 
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THE OXFORD SAUSACE. 


IX. 
When ſummer ſuns grow red with heat, 
Tozacco tempers PHor3us' ire, . 
When wintry ſtorms around us beat, 
Togacco cheers with gentle fire. 
Vellow autumn, youthful ſpring, 
In thy praiſes jointly ſing. 


RECITATIVO. 


Like NeeTUNE, CSsAR guards VIRGINIAN Fleets, 
Fraught with Tos acco's balmy ſweets.; 

Old Octxan trembles at BRITANNIA“s pow'r, 
And Boxzas is afraid to roar. 


A I = & 


Happy mortal! he who knows 

Pleaſure which a Prez beſtows; 
Curling eddies climb the room, 
Wafting round a mild perfume. 


RECITATEY Q. 


Let foreign Climes the Vine and Orange boaſt, 
While waſtes of war deform the teeming coaſt, 
BRITANNIA, diſtant from each hoſtile ſound, 
Enjoys a Pipe, with eaſe and freedom crown'd ; 
E'en reſtleſs faction finds itſelt moſt free, 

Or if a ſlave, a ſlave to Liberty. 
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A 


Smiling years that gayly run 
Round the Zodiack with the Sun, 
Tell, if ever you have ſeen 


Realms ſo quiet and ſerene. 


BRI TISEH ſons no longer now 


Hurl the bar, or twang the bow, 


Nor of crimſon combat think, 
But ſecurely ſmoke and drink. 


c HO UA 


Smiling years, that gayly run 
Round the Zodiac with the Sun, 
Tell, if ever you have ſeen 


Realms ſo quiet and ſerene. 


II. IMITATION of Mr. A. PHREELIFS., 


LITTLE tube of mighty pow'r, 


Charmer of an 1dle hour, 


Object of my warm deſire, 
Lip of wax, and eye of fire: 


And thy ſnowy taper waiſt, 


With my finger gently brac'd ; 


And thy pretty ſwelling creſt, 
With my little ſtopper preſt, 
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And the ſweeteſt bliſs of bliſſes, 
Breathing from thy balmy kiſſes, 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen, 
Happieſt he of happy men; 
Who when agen the night returns, 
When agen the taper burns ; 
When agen the cricket's gay, 
( Little cricket, full of play } 
Can aford his tube to feed. 
With the fragrant Indian Weed: 
Pleaſure for a noſe divine, 
Incenſe of the God of Wine. 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen, 

' Happieſt he of happy men. 


III. IMITATION of Mr. THOMPSON. 


O Thou, matur'd by glad Heſperian Suns, 


Topacco, Fountain pure of limpid truth, 

That looks the very ſoul; whence pouring thought 
Swarms all the mind; abſorpt is yellow care, 

And at each puff imagination burns: 

Flaſh on thy bard, and with exalting fires 

Touch the myſterious lip that chaunts thy praiſe, 
In ftrains to mortal ſons of earth unknown. 

Behold an engine, wrought from tawny mines 
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Of ductile clay, with plaſtic virtue form'd, 
And glaz'd magnific o'er, I graſp, I fill. 
From PzToTHEKE with pungent pow'rs perfum'd, 
Itſelf one Tortoiſe all, where ſhines imbib'd 

Each parent ray; then rudely ram'd illume 

With the red touch of zeal-enkindling ſheet, 
Mark'd with Gibſonian Lore; forth iſſue clouds, 
Thought - thrilling, thirſt - inciting clouds around, 
And many- mining fires: I all the while, 

Lolling at eaſe, inhale the breezy balm. | 

But chief, when Bacchus wont with thee to join, 

In genial ſtrife and orthodoxal ale, 

Stream life and joy into the Muſe's bowl, 

Oh be thou till my great infpirer, thou 

My Muſe ; oh fan me-with thy zephyr's boon, 
While I, in clouded tabernacle ſhrin'd, 

Burſt forth all Oracle and myſtic Song. 


IV. IMITATION of Dr. YOUNG. 


CRITICERS avaunt; To Acco is my theme; 
Trembling like hornets at the blaſting ſteam. 

And you, Court - inſects, flutter not too near 

It's light, nor buz within the ſcorching ſphere. 
PoLLI1o, with flame like thine, my verſe inſpire, 
So ſhall the Muſe from ſmoke elicit fire. 
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Coxcombs prefer the tickling ſting of Snuff; 
Yet all their claim to wiſdom is—a Puff: 
Lord FopLiin ſmokes not— for his teeth afraid: 
Sir Tawpry ſmokes not—for he wears brocade... 
Ladies, when pipes are brought, affect to ſwoon 
They love no ſmoke, except the ſmoke of town; 
But Courtiers hate the puffing tribe, —no matter, 
Strange if they love the breath that cannot flatter ! 
Its foes but ſhew their ignorance ; can he 
Who ſcorns the Leaf of Knowledge love the Tree? 
The tainted Templar (more prodigious yet) 
Rails at Tog Acco, though it makes him — ſpit. 
CrTRONIA vows it has an odious ſtink ; | 
She will not ſmoke, (ye Gods!) but ſhe will drink ; 
And chaſte PRUDELLa (blame her if you can) 
Says, Pipes are us'd by that vile creature Man: 
Yet crouds remain, who ſtill its worth proclaim, . 
While ſome for pleaſure ſmoke, and ſome for fame : 
Fame, of our actions univerſal ſpring, | 
For which we drink, eat, ſleep, ſmoke, —every thing. 


V. IMITATION. of Mr. PO PE. 


BLEST Leaf! whoſe aromatic gales diſpenſe 
To Templars Modeſty, to Parſons Senſe : 
So raptur'd Priefts, at fam'd Dopoxa's ſhrine : 
Drank inſpiration from the ſteam divine. 
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Poiſon that cures, a Vapour that affords 
Content, more ſolid than the ſmile of lords : 
Reſt to the Weary, to the Hungry Food, 

The laſt kind refuge of the Wiſe and Good. 
Inſpir'd by thee, dull Cits adjuſt the ſcale 

Of Europe's Peace, when other Stateſmen fail, 
By thee protected, and thy ſiſter, Beer, 

Poets rejoice, nor think the bailiff near. 

Nor leſs the Critick owns thy genial aid, 
While ſupperleſs he plies the piddling trade. 
What though to Love and ſoft Delight a foe, 
By Ladies hated, bated by the Beau, 

Yet ſocial Freedom, long to Courts unknown, 
Fair Health, fair Truth, and Virtue are thy own. 
Come to thy Poet, come with healing wings, 
And let me taſte thee unexcis'd by Kings. 


VI IMITATION of DEAN SWIFT. 


Boy ! bring an ounce of FazeMax's beſt, 
And bid the Vicar be my Gueſt: 
Let all be plac'd in manner due, 
A pot wherein to ſpit or ſpue, | 
And London Journal, and Free- Briton, 


Of uſe to light a pipe, rr 
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| This village, unmoleſted yet, 

| 1 By troopers, ſhall be my retreat : 
| L Who cannot flatter, bribe, betray ; 
| [ Who cannot write or vote for pay. 

| | Far from the Vermin of the Town, 
| | Here let me rather live, my, own; 

| Doze o'er a Pipe, whoſe vapour bland 
i In ſweet oblivion lulls the land, 

| | Of all which at Vienna paſles, 

| | As ignorant as * * * braſs is: 

| [ And ſcorning raſcals to careſs, 

1 ö Extol the days of good Queen Brss, 

| | | | When 'firſt Top Acco bleſt our iſle, 

| ; | Then think of other Queens — and ſmile. 
| | Come jovial Pipe, and bring along 
N | | Midnight Revelry and Song ; 

| | | The merry Catch, the Madrigal, 
It That echoes ſweet in city hall ; 
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The Parſon's Pun, the ſmutty Tale 
Of Country Juſtice o'er his Ale. 
J aſk not what the French are doing, 
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PLEASURE OF BEING OUT OF DEBT. 


HORACE, Opt xxit. Book I. IMITATED. 


Integer vitæ ſceleriſque purus, &c. 


J. 
THE man who not a farthing owes, 


Looks down with ſcornful eye on thoſe 


Who rife by fraud and cunning ; 
Though in the Pig- market he ſtand 


With aſpect grave and clear-ftarch'd band, 
He fears no Tradeſman's dunning. 
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| H. 
He paſſes by each ſhop in town, 
Nor hides his face beneath his gown, - | 
No dread his heart invading ; 
He quaffs the Nectar of the Tuns, 
Or on a ſpur-gall'd hackney tuns 
To London maſquerading. 
| | III. 
What joy attends a new- paid debt! 
Our Manciple I lately met 
Of viſage wiſe and prudent ; 
Jon the nail my battels paid, 
The monſter turn'd away diſmay d, 
Near this, each Oxford Student! 
OWE 
With juſtice and with truth to trace 
The griſly features of his face, 
Exceeds all man's recounting ; 


Suffice, he look'd as grim and ſour 
As any Lion in the Tower, | 
Or half-ſtary'd Cat-a- Mountain. - 


. 
A phiz ſo grim you ſcarce can meet 
In Bedlam, Newgate, or the Fleet, 
Dry nurſe of faces horrid! 


N 


THE OXFORD SAUSAGE. 75⁷ 


Not BV ck HORSE fierce, with many a bruiſe, 
Diſplays ſuch complicated hues 
On his undaunted forehead. . 


" Wie. 


Place me on Scotland's bleakeſt hill, 
Provided I can pay my bill, 
Hang ev'ry thought of ſorrow ; 
There falling fleet, or froſt, or rain, 
Attack a foul reſolv'd, in vain: - - - «| 
It may be fair to-morrow, | 
wt. - 
To Heddington then let me ſtray, 
And take Foe Pullen's Tree away, 
I'll ne'er complain of Phœbus; 
But while he ſcorches up the graſs, 


III fill a bumper to my laſs, 
And toaſt her in a rebus.. 
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CONFINED IN A COLLEGE COURT. 


Dis tam crudeles optawit ſumere pæ nas, 
Cri tenttm de te licuit? - = - - = ViRG, 


Atque afſigit humi divire p rticulam auræ. Hor. 


1. 


TMPERIAL Bird, who wont to ſoar 
High o'er the rolling cloud, 

Where Hyperborean Mountains hoar 
Their heads in ether ſhroud ; — 
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Thou ſervant of Almighty Jove, 
Who, free and ſwift as thought, could'ſt rove 
To the bleak North's extremeſt goal ; — - 
Thou, who magnanimous could'ſt bear 
The ſovereign thund'rer's arms in air, 
And ſhake thy native pole! — 


H. 


O cruel fate! what barbarous hand, 
What more than Gothic ire, 
At ſome fierce Tyrant's dread command, 
To check thy daring fire, a 
Has plac'd thee in this ſervile cell, 
Where Diſcipline and Dulneſs dwell; 
Where genius nel er was ſeen to roam: 
Where ev'ry ſelfiſh ſoul's at reſt, 
Nor ever quits the carnal breaſt, 
But lurks and ſneaks at home! 


III. 


Though dim'd thine eye, and clipt thy wing, 
So grov'ling! once ſo great! 

The grief-inſpired Muſe ſhall fing 
In tend'reſt lays thy fate: 

What time by thee ſcholaſtic pride, 

Takes his preciſe, pedantic ſtride, 
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or on thy mis'ry caſts a care ; 
The ftream of love ne'er from his heart 
Flows out, to act fair Pity's part; 

But ſtinks, and ftagnates there. 


IV. 


Vet uſeful ſtill, hold to the throng — 
Hold the reflecting glaſs, — 
That not untutor'd at thy wrong 
The paſſenger may paſs: _ 
Thou Type of Wit and Senſe confin'd, 
*Cramp'd by th' oppreſſors of the mind; 
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Born to look downward on the ground! 
Type of the fall of Greece and Rome! 
While more than mathematic gloom, 

Envelopes all around! 
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ART OF PREACHING 
A F RAC IE NF 


IN IMITATION OF HORACE'S ART OF POETRY, 


By the late Rev. CHRISTOPHER PITT. 


- = - Pendert opera interrupta. 


'DHOULD ſome fam'd hand, in this fantaſtic age, 
Draw Ricn, as Rich appears upon the ſtage, 


With all his poſtures, in one motley plan, 
The God, the Hound, the Monkey, and the Man; 
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Here o'er his head high-brandiſhing a leg, 
And there juſt hatch'd, and breaking from hĩs egg; 
While monſter crouds on monſter through the piece, 
Who could help laughing at a ſight like this; 
Or as a drunkard's dream together brings 
A Court of Coblers, and a Mob of Kings 3 
Such is a Sermon, where confus'dly dark, 
Join Hoadly, Sharp, South, Sherlock, Wake, and Clarke. 
So eggs of different pariſhes will run 
To batter, when you beat ſix yolks to one; 
So fix bright chymic liquors if you mix, 
In one dark ſhadow vaniſh all the fix. 
This licence Prieſts and Painters ever had, 
To run bold lengths, but never to run mad; 
For theſe can't reconcile God's Grace to din, 
Nor thoſe paint Tygers in an Aſs's ſkin; 
No common Dauber in one piece would join 
A Fox and Gooſe, — unleſs upon a ſign. 
Some ſteal a page of ſenſe from Tilloiſan, 
And then conclude divinely with their own ; 
Like oil on water mounts the Prelate up, 
His Grace is always ſure to be at top; 
That vein of Mercury it's beams will ſpread, 
And ſhine more ſtrongly through a Mine of Lead. 
With ſuch low arts your hearers never bilk, 
For who can bear a Fuſtian lin'd with Silk 3 
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| Sooner than preach ſuch ſtuff, I'd walk the town, 
Without my ſcarf in V Hiſton's draggled gown ; 
Ply at the Chapter and at Child's to read 

For Pence, and bury for a Groat a Head. 


Some eaſy ſubject chuſe, within your power, 
Or you will ne'er hold out for half an hour. 
Still to your Hearers all your Sermons ſort ; 


| Who' d preach againſt Corruption at the Court? 


Againſt Church Pow'r at Viſitations bawl ; 

Or talk about Damnation at Whitehall ? 
Harangue the Horſe-guards on a Cure of Souls? 
Condemn the Quirks of Chancery at the Rolli 2 
Or rail at Hoods and Organs at St. Paul's? 

Or be, like David Fones, ſo indiſcreet, 

To rave at Uſurers in Lombard-ſtreet ? 


Begin with care, nor, like that Curate vile, 
Set out in this high prancing ſtumbling file ; 
« Whoever with a piercing eye can ſee, 

« Through the paſt Records of Futurity ''— 

All gape, no meaning : — the puft orator 

Talks much, and ſays juſt nothing, for an hour, 
Truth and the Text he labours to diſplay, 

Till both are quite interpreted away : 

So frugal dames inſipid water pour, 

Till Green, Bohea, or Coffee are no mores 
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But one wild ſhapeleſs monſter of the mind: 


Nay, though ſhe licks the ruins, all her cares 
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His arguments in giddy circles run 

Still round and round, and end where they begun: 
So the poor turnſpit, as the wheel runs round, 
The more he gains, the more he loſes ground. 
Nor parts diſtinct, or general ſcheme we find, 


So when old Bruin teems, her children fail 
Of limbs, form, figure, features, head, or tail; 


Scarce mend the lumps, and bring them but to Bears. 
Ye Country Vicars, when you preach in Town 

A turn at Paul's, to pay your journey down, 

If you would ſhun the ſneer of every prig, 

Lay by the little band, and ruſty wig: 

But yet be ſure, your proper language know, 

Nor talk as born within the ſound of Bow. 

Speak not the Phraſe that Drury - Lane affords, 

Nor from Chan ge- Alley ſteal a cant of words. 

Coachmen will criticiſe your ſtile, nay further, 

Porters will bring it in for Wilful Murder; 


The dregs of the canaille will look aſkew 


To hear the Language of the Town from you; 
Nay, my Lord May'r, with merriment poſſeſt, 
Will break, his nap, and laugh among the reſt, 
And jog the Aldermen to hear the jeſt, 
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ALL. SOULS MALLARD. 


(GRIFFIN; Buſtard, Turkey, Capon, 

Let other hungry mortals gape on; | 

And on the bones their ſtomach. fall hard, 

Hut let all All Souls Men have their MALLARD, 
Oh! by the Blood of King Edward, 
Oh! by the Blood of King Edward, 
It was a ſwapping, ſwapping MaLLARD. 
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The Romans once admir'd a Gander 
More than they did their chief commander: 
Becauſe he ſav'd, if ſome don't fool us, 


The place that's call'd from th' Head of Tolus. 
Oh! by the Blood, &c, 


The poets feign Fove turn'd a ſwan, 

But let them prove it, if they can: 

As for our proof tis not at all hard, 

For it was a ſwapping, ſwapping MALLARD. : 


Oh! by the Blood, &c. 


Swapping he was from bill to eye; 
Swapping he was from wing to thigh; 
His ſwapping tool of generation 
Out- ſwapped all the wing' d creation: 
| | Oh! by the Blood, &c, 


Therefore let us ſing and dance a galliard, 
To the remembrance of the MALLARD: 
And as the MALLARD dives in pool, 
Let us dabble, dive, and duck in bowl. 
Oh! by the Blood of King Edward, 
Oh! by the Blood of King Edward. 
It was a ſwapping, ſwapping MALLARD. 
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8 O N G, 
In Honour of the CELEKBRATIORN of the Boar's Heap, 
AT QUEEN'S COLLEGE, OXFORD. 


Tam Marti quam Mercurio. 


I Sing not of Roman or Grecian mad games, 

The Pythian, Clympic, ard ſuch like hard names; 
Your. patience awhile, with ſubmiſſion J beg, 

I ftrive but to honour the Feaſt of Coll. Reg. 


Derry down, down, down, deriy down. 


No Thracian brawls at our rites ere prevail, 
We temper our mirth with plain ſober mild Ale ; 
The tricks of old Circe deter us from Wipe: 
Though we honour a Boar, we won't make ourſelves Swine. 
| Derry down, &C, 
P 3 
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Great Milo was famous for ſlaying his Ox, 


Yet he prov'd but an Aſs in cleaving of blocks: 


I 7 But we had a hero for all things was fit, 
1 | | Our Motto diſplays both his Valour and Wit. 
1 8 Derry down, &c. 


TFH Stout ie labour'd;. and look d mighty big, 

It! . When he flew the half-ftarv'd Erymanthian Pig, 

Y ' But we can relate ſuch a ſtratagem taken, | 

That the ſtouteſt of Boars, could not eve his own Bacor, 
Derry down, &. 


So o dreadful this briſtle-back'd foe did appear, 

You'd have ſworn he had got the wrong Pig by the ear. 

But inſtead of avoiding the mouth of the beaſt, 

He ramm'd in a volume, and cry'd— Græcum ef. 
Derry down, Kc. 
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In this gallant action ſuch fortitude ſhewn is, 
As proves him no Coward, nor tender Adonis; 
No Armour but Logic; by which we may find 
That Logic's the bulwark of Body and Mind. 
| Derry down, &c. 


Ye Squires that fear neither hills nor rough rocks, 
And think you're full wiſe when you. outwit a Fox ; 
Enrich your poor brains, and expoſe them no more, 
Learn Greek, and ſeek Glory from hunting the Boar, 
| | Derry down, &c. 
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EPIGRAM ON AN EPIGRAM. 
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0 NE day in Chrif- Church meadows walking, 
Of Poetry, and ſuch things talking, 

Says Ralph, a merry wags 

An Eyrcxam, if right and good, 

In all its circumſtances ſhou d 

: Be like a JzLLY- BO. 
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Your fimile, I own, is new, 


” 


th Hus 


Quoth RAL EH, I'll tell thee, friend; 


Make it at top both wide and fit 
To hold a budget - full of Wit, 


% 


quo 


But how do'ſt make it out, 


ne end “. 


int it at t 
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* N. B. This Fpigram 
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By the late Mr. CHRISTOPHER PITT, 
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Who drink mere water, though from Helicon : 
For in cold blood they ſeldom boldly think : 
Their Rhymes are more infipid than their Drink. 
Not great AroLLo could the train inſpire, 

"Till generous Bac c HuS help'd to fan the fire. 
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Warm'd by two gods at once, they drink and write, 
Rhyme all the day, and fuddle all the night. 
Homtr, ſays Horace nods in many a place, 
But hints, he nodded oftner o'er the glaſs. 
Inſpir'd with Wine old Eunius ſung and thoughts. 
With the ſame ſpirit, that his heroes fought : 
And we from Jounoon's Tavern-laws divine 
That Bard was no great enemy to Wine. 
Twas from the bottle Krnc deriv'd his wit. 
Drank till he could not talk, and then he writ. 
Let no coif d Serjeant touch the ſacred juice 
But leave it to the Bards for better uſe: 
Let the grave Judges too the glaſs forbear, 
Who never ſing and dance but once a year. 
This truth once known, our Poets take the hint, 
Get drunk or mad, and then get into print: 
To raiſe their flames indulge the mellow fit, 
And loſe their Senſes in the ſearch of Wit: 
And when with Claret fir'd they take the pen, 
Swear they ean write, becauſe they drink, like BEN. 
Such mimiek Swix r or Prien to their coſt, 
For in the raſh attempt the fools are loſt. 
When once a Genius breaks through common rules, 
He leads an herd of imitating fools. = 
If Porz, the prince of poets, ſick a - bed 
O'er ſteaming coffee bends his aching head, 
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The fools in publick o'er the fragrant draught 
ſhcline thofe heads, that never ach'd or thought. 
This muft provoke his mirth, or his diſdain, 
Cure his complaint, — or muke him fick again. 

I too, like them, the Poet's path purſue, 

And keep great FEAc cus ever in my view; 
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But in a diſtant view — yet what IL write, 

In theſe looſe ſheets,.. muſt never ſee the light; 3 

Epiſtles, Odes, and twenty trifles more, 

Things that are born and die in half an hour. | 
What! you muſt dedieate, ſays ſneering SyPENCPy- 

This year, ſome new performanee to the Prince: 
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Though money is your ſcorn, no doubt in time, 


You hope to gain ſome vacant Stall by Rhyme; - 
Like other Poets, were the truth but known, 
You too admire whatever is your own... 


Theſe wiſe remarks my modeſty confound, 

While the laugh riſes, . and the mirth goes round; 
Vex'd at the jeſt, yet glad to ſhun a fray, 

I whiſk into my coach, and drive away. 
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J Riſe about nine, get to breakfaſt by ten, 

Blow a :tune on my flute, or perhaps make a pen; 
Read a play till eleven, or cock my lac'd hat ; 

Then ſtep to my. neighbours, till dinner, to chat. 
Dinner over, to Tom's, or to James's I go, 

The News of the Town ſo impatient to know ; 

While Law, Locke, and Nexwtor, and all the rum race, 
That talk of their modes, their ellipſes, and ſpace, 
The ſeat of the ſoul, and new ſyſtems on high, 


In holes, as abſtruſe as their myſteries, lie. 
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From the coffee - houſe then I to Tennis away, 


And at five I poſt back to my college to pray : 
ſup before eight, and ſecure from all duns, 


Undauntedly march to the Mitre or Tuns; 

Where in punch or good claret my ſorrows I drown, 
And toſs off a bowl « To the beſt in the Town ;” 
At one in the morning, I call what's to pay, 

Then home to my college I ſtagger away ; 

Thus I tope all the night, as I trifle all day, 


WHAITITEN BY AN EFEXCTSERMAT, 


And addreſſed to a young Lady, who was courted at the ſame Time 
by an APOTHECARYs 


WI AT though the Doctor boaſts to fit 
Your Mortar to his Pe/ile ; 

Are not my Inches ev'ry whit 

As good to gage your Veſſel? 
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WHEN TUTOR TO LORD MIDDLESEX, 
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„IN IMITATION OF HORACE, BOOK I, EPIST. I. 
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BY THE LATE MR, .CHRISTOPHER PITT. 


"SPENCE, with a friend you paſs the hours away 
In pointed jokes, yet innocently gay: 
You ever differ'd from a flatterer more, 
Than a chaſte Lady from a flaunting Whore. 
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*Fis true you rallied every fault you found, 

But gently tickled, while you cur'd the wound : 

Unlike the paultry . Poets of the Town, 
Rogues who expoſe themſelves for half a crown; 

And ſtill impoſe on ev'ry ſoul they meet 5 

= Rudeneſs for Senſe, and Ribaldry for Wit.: 

Who, tho' half- ftarv'd, in ſpite. of time and place, 

Repeat their Rhymes, tho' dinner ſtays for Grace: 

And as their Poverty their Dreſſes fit, 

They think of courſe a Sloven is a Wit: 

But Senſe (a truth theſe coxcombs ne'er ſuſpect) 

Lies juſt twixt Affectation and Neglect. ; 


One ſtep, ſtill lower, if you condeſcend, 
To the mean wretch, the Great Man's humble friend, 
That moving ſhade, that pendant at his ear, 


: . That two-legg'd Dog, ſtill pawing on the Peer. 
Studying his looks, and watching at the board, 
He gapes to catch the Droppings of my Lord; . 


And tickled to the ſoul at ev'ry joke, 
Like a preſs'd watch, repeats what t other ſpoke: 
Echo to Nonſenſe ! ſuch a ſcene to hear! 

"Tis juſt like Punch and his Interpreter. 


On trifles ſome are earneſtly abſurd, 


Lou'll think the world e on ev'ry word.— 
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| <6 
| What, is not ev'ry mortal free to ſpeak ? 
| T'll give my reaſons, tho' I break my neck — 
And what's the queſtion ? —if it ſhines or rains, 
Whether tis twelve or fifteen miles to Staines. 
The wretch, reduc'd to rags by ev'ry vice, 
Pride, projects, races, miſtreſſes, and dice, 
The rich rogue ſhuns, tho' full as bad as he, 
And knows a quarrel is good huſhandry. 


Tis ſtrange, cries Peter, you are out of pelf, 
I'm ſure I thought you wiſer than myſelf; 
Yet gives him nothing — but advice too late, 
Retrench, or rather mortgage your eſtate; 
I can advance the ſum — tis beſt for both, — 
But henceforth cut your coat to match your cloth, 
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A Miniſter, in mere revenge and ſport, 
Shall give his Foe a paltry Place at Court. 
The Dupe for ev'ry Royal Birth- Day buys - 
New horſes, coaches, clothes, and liveries ; 
Phes at the Levee, and diſtinguiſn'd there 
Lives on the Royal Whiſper for a year; 

His Wenches ſhine in Bruſſels and Brocade: 
And now the wretch, ridiculouſly mad, 
Draws on his banker, mortgages, and fails, 
Then to the country runs away from jails ; 
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There ruin'd by the Court he ſells a vote 

To the next Burgeſs, as of old he bought ; 

Rubs down the ſteeds which once his chariot bore, 
Or ſweeps the Town which once he /erv'd before. 


But, by this roving meteor led, I tend 
Beyond my 'theme, forgetful of my friend. 
Then take advice; I preach not out of time, 
When good Lord MippLESEx is bent on rhyme. 


Their humour check'd, or inclination croſt, 

Sometimes the Friendſhip of the Great is loft. 
' Unleſs call'd out to wench, be ſure comply, 
Hunt when he hunts, and lay the Fathers by : 
For your reward you gain his love, and dine 
bn the beſt ven'ſon and the beſt French Wine : 

Nor to Lord ****#** make the obſervation, 
How the twelve Peers have anſwer'd their creation, 
Nor in your wine or wrath betray your truſt, 
Be filent ſtill, and obſtinately juſt : 
Explore no ſecrets, draw no 1 
For echo will repeat, and walls have ears; 
Nor let a buſy fool a ſecret know; - 
A ſecret gripes him till he lets it © FOR RT 1. 
Words are like bullets, and we wiſh in vaing 
When once diſcharg'd, to call them back again. 
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Defend, dear Spec, the honeſt and the civil, 
But to cry up a raſcal — that's the devil. 
Who guards a good man's character, tis known, 
At the ſawe time protects and guards his own. 


For as with Houſes, tis with people's Names, 


A Shed may ſet a Palace all in flames; +; 
The fire neglected on the cottage preys, 
But mounts at laſt into a general blaze. 


*Tis a fine thing, ſome think, a Lord to know ;; 
I wiſh his Tradeſmen could but think ſo too, 
He gives his word.— then all your hopes are gone: 
He gives his honour — then you're quite undone. 
His and ſome women's love the ſame. are found, 
You raſhly board a fireſhip and are drown'd, 


Moſt folks ſo partial to themſelves are grown, 
They hate a temper diff ring from their own, 
The grave abhor the gay, the gay the fad, 
And formaliſts pronounce the witty mad: 

The ſot who drinks ſix bottles in a place, 
Swears at the flinchers who refuſe their glaſs, 
Would you not paſs for an ill-natured man, 
Comply with-ev'ry humour that you can. 


1 
1 * 
1 
52 
"8 
1 
x 
85 
+. 


THE. OXFORD SAUSAGE. 99 


Por will inſtruct you how to paſs away 
Your time like him, and never loſe a day; 
From hopes or fears your quiet to defend, 
To all mankind as to yourſelf a friend, 

And facred. from the world, retir d, unknown, 
To lead a life with morals like his own. 


Whem to delicious PIMF ERNI retire, 
What greater bliſs, my SpENCe, can I deſire ? 
Contented there my eafy hours I ſpend 
With maps, globes, books, my bottle and a friend. 
There ean I live upon my income ſtith. 
E'en though the Houſe ſhould paſs the Quaker's Bill: 


Vet to my ſhare ſhould ſome good. Prebend fall, 


I think myſelf of ſize to fill a Stall. 
For life or wealth let Heav'n my lot align, 
A firm and even ſoul ſhall ill. be mine. 
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MORN I N G. An O D E. 


THE AUTHOR- CONFINED TO COLLEGE, 
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Scribimus incluſi. . 8 Ps. Sat. 1. V. 13. N 


ONCE more the vernal ſun's ambroſial beams 
The fields, as with a purple robe adorn : 
CHARWELL, thy ſedgy banks and gliſt'ning ſtreams 
All laugh and ſing at mild approach of morn ; 
Thro' the deep groves I hear the chaunting birds, 
And thro” the clover'd vale the various-lowing herds. 


Up mounts the mower from his lowly thatch, 
Well pleas'd the progreſs of the ſpring to mark, 
The fragrant breath of breezes pure to catch, 
And ftartle from her couch the early lark ; 
More genuine pleaſure ſooths his tranquil breaſt, 
Than high-thron'd kings can boaſt, in eaſtern glory dreſt. 


The penſi ve poet through the green-wood ſteals 
Or treads the willow'd marge of murm' ring brook : 
Or climbs the ſteep aſcent of airy hills; | 
There fits him down beneath a branching oak, 
Whence various ſcenes, and proſpects wide below, 
Still teach his muſing mind with fancies high to glow, 
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But I nor with the day awake to bliſs, 
(Inelegant to me fair nature's face, 
A blank the beauty of the morning 1s, 
And grief and darkneſs all for light and grace 
Nor bright the ſun, nor green the meads appear, 
Nor colour charms mine eye, nor melody mine ear. 


Me, void of elegance and manners mild, 
With leaden rod, ftern Diſcipline reſtrains ; 
Stiff Pedantry, of learned Pride the child, 
My roving genius binds in gothic chains ; 
Nor can the cloyſter'd Muſe expand her wing, 
Nor bid theſe twilight roofs with her gay carols ring. 


On Mis POLLY FOOT E's 
UNEXPECTED ARRIVAL AT OXFORD, 


AND SPEEDY FLIGHT FROM THENCE), 1758. 


LONG had fair Vexvus and her ſon 
Difſtreſs'd Mix RERVA's darling town 
With perſecution jealous; 
Of belles ſo ſcanty was her choice, 
She ſcarce could furniſh toaſts for boys, 
Or wives for humbler ellas. 
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Yet PaLLas all their ſpleen defy'd, 
And prudently the loſs ſupply'd 

Of ſuch precarious bliſſes : : 
Hence were her ſons more ſtudious grown: 
Her difcipline went ſmoother on, 

Mid troops of homely miſſes. 


Cori, who late had ſeen the place, 
Found they had quite miſtook the caſe, 
That books would grow in faſhion ; 
That dazzling eyes and blooming cheeks, 
Could only tame thoſe hardy GRREKS, 
And bring them to ſubmiſſion. 


'Fhen ſwift as thought he flew to town, 

And PoLLy ftraight is order'd down, | 
The champion of beauty ; 

For well his godſhip did deviſe, 

That Pol L's charms and PoLLy's eyes 
Would be alert on duty. | 
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She came, and with each grace complete, 
From a Venetian window's height 
Her battery ſhe play d: 
The fatal ſlaughter who can tell, 
What troops of gazing ſtudents fell, 
Stretch'd o'er the ſmooth Parade ? 


—̃ — — — — 
8 0 . 1 3 E 


1 
| if . 
- | 
1 . 
i 1 
* Ih 1 A 
7 
15 
1: 4 
\ : A a 


THE 'OXFORD SAUSWGCE., 


Sage folios, now a muſty heap, 
In chains and learned darknefs ſleep, 
All logick's turn'd to folly ; 
Each Student takes his cap and gown, 
And runs through eviry ſtreet in town, 
Jo catch a lock at Pol. Lx. 


Who now can pedant rules endure ? — 
« Go boy, and bid the beſt friſeur, 

« At ſix preciſe be wi' me; 
My hair in wires exact and nice, 
I'll trim my cap to ſmalleſt fize, 

That PoLLy ſure may fee me. 


Nay e' en the Don his pipe foregoes, 
That friend to wiſdom and repoſe, 
Leſt Pouiy be offended ; | 
And GaLen's ſageſt Sons will leave, 
To dangle hours at Pol L x's ſleeve, 
Their patients unattended. 


See Churches are forſaken too. 
If PoLLy does not grace a pew, 

To keep grave Heads from ſleeping : 
Mad HurchixsoNIAxs rave in vain, 
The ſad deſerted ſeats remain 
For *prentice boys to weep in. 
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Curip, who ſtood at PoLLy's fide 
Incog, and every ſhaft ſupplied, 
Laugh'd with infulting malice, 
To ſee how ſure each arrow flew, 
How at each killing glance ſhe flew 
Some fav rite ſon of PALLAs, 


Then to Jove's court he wing'd his way, 
'To tell the triumphs of the day, 
And publiſh PoLLy's glory; 

But PALL as had that morn been there, 
And humbly ſought of Jove to hear 

The hardſhips of her ſtory. 


«« 'That all her ſons were rebels grown, 
«« No books were read, no rules were known; 
« Her fav'rite ſeat was undone :*? 
Her plea was heard, *twas Jove's decree 
That Ia is ſhould next week convey 
Fair PoLLy back to London. 
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THE CUSHION P LOT, 


BY HERBERT BEAVERz ESQ, C. c. c. 


Wer EN Ga ABY * poſleflion had got of the Hall, 
He took a furvey of the Chapel and all, 
Since that, — the reſt, was juſt ready to fall. 
Which nobody can deny. 
And firſt bs began to examine the cheſt, 
Where he found an old Caſsion which gave him diſtaſte 
| The firſt of the kind that e'er troubled his reft. 
Which nobody, c. 
Two Letters of Gold on this Cuſhion were rear'd ; 
Two letters of gold once by GAB rever'd, | 
But now, what was renn Treaſon appear d: 
| Which nobody, c. 
«T7, ( quoth the Don, in ſoliloquy baſs) 
« See the works of this damnable Jacobite Race! 
« We'll out with the J, and put G in its place: 
| Which nobody, c. 
And now to eraſe theſe Letters ſo rich, 
For ſciſſars and bodkin his fingers did itch, 
For Converts in Politics go zhorough-flitch. 
Which nobody, & Co 
The 1 was md as ſoon done as ſaid, 
Poor F was depos 'd, and G reign'd in his ſtead; 
Such a quick revolution ſure never was read ! 
| M bich nobody, Oc. 
2 Dr, SHAW, the Preſident of ns * 
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Then hey for preferment — but how did he ſtare, 
When convinc'd and aſham'd of not being aware, 
That F ſtood for IEMMET, for Raymond the R. 
Which nobody, &:, 
Then beware all ye parents, from hence J adviſe, 
How ye chuſe Chriſtian Names for the Babes ye baptize, 


For if Gazy dont like em he'll pick out their 7's. 
Which nobody can deny, 


* The benefactor who gave the Cuſhion, 


ON LOPPING 


NEW-COLLEGE LIME TREES, , N 


Wu ILOM a row of ſaucy Limes, 


Planted, Tween, in luckleſs times, 

By ſome ill-favour'd Barfar ; 
Like upſtarts vain, grew proud and tall, 
And boldly perk'd it o'er the wall, 

No trees look'd ever fiercer. 


But late for ſundry crimes arraign'd, 


(Whether ſome ſtripling ſhrubs complain d 
Theſe rogues preſum'd to flight em, 

Or whether they were heard to prate 

Of ſome ſad yew's untimely fate, 

That once grew over-right em: 


9 


4 
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Or if by chance their heads they ſhook, 
When tow'rds the church they turn'd a look, 
And mourn'd the ſad conditions 
Of poor St. PeTzR's * num'rous dead, 
That to their graves were daily led, 
Since ſome folks turn'd phyſicians.) 


Whate'er the cauſe, ſome angry pow'r 
Reſolv'd their daring tops to low'r : 
His murd'rous mates aſſembled : 
Oh! as the mangling crew appears, 
Arm'd with axe, hatchet, ſaw, and ſheers.. 
How ev'ry Dzy ap trembled. 


Sore cauſe, for ne'er in grove of oak 
| Did ſpendthrift heir's unpitying ſtroke, 
1 Such butchery exhibit ;. 
Each arm they maim'd, each head they topt,, 
Nor ever left a limb unlopt, 
To make the dogs a gibbet. 


So looks the poor diſmember'd tar, 
Who late was thunderbolt of war, 

But fall'n in barb'rous clutches: 
From mangling hoſpital turn'd out, 
Maim'd, halt, and naked, limps about 

To beg with ſtumps and crutehes.. 
* The Church of St. Peter in the Eaſt, at Oxford. 
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Oh! how the ſad ſucceeding year, 
Will each kind ftranger's pitying tear, 
Our wond'rous change bemoan ; 
To fee each tree, once green and tall, 
A ſhapeleſs block become ; and all 
Our hedge-rows turn'd to ſtone. 


But we, bleſt minions, all our days 
Shall baſk in PRE usS' warmeſt rays, 
No ſhade can now controul us : 
And ſhould he chance to overheat us : 
He by the ſame good hand can treat us, 
With gentle purge to cool us. 


VVV 


ON AN OXFORD TOAST, 


WITH FINE EYES AND A BAD VOICE. 


LLUCETTA's charms our hearts ſurpriſe 
At once with love and wonder ; 
She bears Jove's /ightnings in her eyes. 
But in her voice his thunder. 


THE OXFORD SAUSAGE. 


A BALL AD, 


To the Tune of —To you fair Ladies now at Land. 


Occafioned by a Copy of Verſes on Miſs BxicxtxDen's going to 
Newnham by Water; in which were the following Lines: 


« The loft Ny Trees of Negunbam's pendant wood, 

« To 'meet ber ſeem to ruſe into the flood; 

60 Peep ver their fellows heads to view the fair 
« Whoſe name upon their wounded barks they bear. 
« Repre/5 your amourous haſte ; the lovely maid 


« In PERSON deigus to cheer the gloomy Sade. 


WHILST you my charming ANNA reign, 
Of ev'ry Muſe the Theme ; 
Whoſe preſence decks with flowers the plain, 
With pride ſwells Is1s' STREAM 3 
May I preſume you'll lend an ear, 


To me, your humble ſonneteer ? Fa, la, la. 


But leſt, my fair, you think me cold, 
Cry piſh, and call me rude; 
Or think that I dare be ſo bold, 
My paſſion to intrude ; 
It is not for myſelf I ſue, 
*Tis for ſome Trees that a e la. 
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Since late on Is1s' ſilver flood 
| Your fatal form was ſeen, 
Same luckleſs Oaks of Newnham Mood, 
Till then full freſh and green, 
No more their verdant honour ſpreads, 
But ſigh for you, and hang their heads, — Fa la. 


Tis aid, that with a look moſt queer, 
The dotards peeping ſtood; 
No prieft with more-laſcivious leer, 
Confeſſing nun e'er view'd : 
Nay that they ruſb d into the flood — 
Were e'er ſuch am'rous flicks of wood . Fa, la. 


How then can all your num' rous band 
Of lovers not deſpair: 

When Hearts of Oat could not withliand 7 
A face ſo wond' rous fair? 

Since in your breaſt no pity's found, 

Tho! Lovers hang, and Tees are drown'di— Pa, la. 


In pity to your wit, reſtrain 
The lightning of your eyes; 
Since at each glance upon the plain. 
Some bleeding Foreſt:dies: 
If you proceed, my lovely maid 
You'll uin our poetic /Sade, Fu, la. 
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Well might the Poet's am'rous ſong 
Stile you the publick care; 
For all our country ſquire's e er long, 
Will dread the paſſing fair. | 
Think what will good Lord Haxcovar do, 
Now Newnham Waods are fir d by you !— Fa, la, la. 


ON A 
BEAUTY VITA ILL QUALITIES, 


MISTAKEN nature here has join'd: 
A beauteous Face and ugly Mind; 

In vain the faultleſs features ſtrike, 

When ſoul and are unlike ; 

| Pity thoſe ſnowy breaſts ſhould hide 
Deceit, and avarice, and pride! 


So in rich Jars from CHINA brought, 

With glowing colours gayly wrought, 

Oftimes the ſubtle ſpider dwells, 

With ſecret venom bloated ſwells, 

Weaves all his fatal nets within, = "ea 
As unſuſpected, as unſeen, 
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TS HONG o £1MILIEKS 
BY THE REVEREND DR. BACON. 


I've Tnovonr; the fair CLar1s5a cries ; 
What is it like, fir ? — Like your Eyes. 
"Tis like a Chair — tis like a Key — 
"Tis like a Purge — tis like a Flea — 
*Tis like a Beggar — like the Sun — 
Tis like the Dutch — tis like the Moon — 
"Tis like a Kilderkin of Ale — | 
*Tis like a Doctor — like a Whale. 


Why are my Eyes, fir, like a Sworp ? 
For that's the 'Thought upon my Word. 
Ah! witneſs ev'ry pang I feel 
The deaths they give their likeneſs tell. 


A Sword is like a Chair, you'll find, 
Becauſe tis nat an end behind. _ 
"Tis like a Key, for twill undo one; 

*Tis like a Purge, for twill run through one. 
*Tis like a Flea, and reafon good, 

Tis often drawing human blood. 

Why like a Beggar you ſhall hear, 

Tis often borne before the Mayor. 
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"Ts like the Sun becauſe tis gilt, 

Beſides it travels in a belt. 

"Tis like the Dutch we plainly ſee, 
Becauſe that ſtate, whenever we 

A puſh for our own int'reſt make, 

Does inftantly our fides forſake. 

The Moon — why when all's ſaid and done, 
A Sword is very like the Moon: 
For if his Majeſty, (God bleſs him) 
When Country Sheriff comes tadereſs him, 
Is pleas'd his Favours to beſtow 

On him, before him kneeling low, 

This o'er his ſhoulders glitters bright, 

| And gives the glory to the Knight, { Night. ] 
| Tis like a Kilderkin, no doubt, | 
For 'tis not long in drawing out. 

'Tis like a Doctor, for who will 

Diſpute a doctor's pow'r to kill? 

But why a Sword is like a Whale, 

Is no ſuch eaſy thing to tell. 

But ſince all ſwords are ſwords, d'ye fee, 
Why let it then a Backſword be: 

Which, if well us'd, will ſeldom fail 

To raiſe. up fomewhat like a V Hale. 
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T M4 © S N I E. 
AN HUMOUROUS BALLAD. 
- ih 4 THE SAME. 


Tune, — ABBOT OF CANTERBURY. 


I'LL tel you a ſtory, a ſtory that's true, 
A ſtory that's diſmal, yet comical too ; 
It is of a Friar, who ſome people think, 
Tho' as ſweet as a nut, might have dy'd of a ſtink, 
Derry down, down, down derry down, 
This Friar would often go out with his gun, 
And tho' no great markſman, he thought bintelf one; 
For tho he for ever was won't to miſs aim, 
Still CG but never himſelf was to blame. 
Derry down, Kc. 
It happen'd young Peter, a friend of the Friar's, 
With legs arm'd with leather, for fear of the briars, 
Went out with him once, tho it ſignifies not 
2 8 he hir'd his gun, or who tick'd for the ſhot. 
Derry down, &c, 
Away theſe two trudg'd it, o'er hills and o'er dales, 
They popt at the partridges, frighten'd the quails ; 
But to tell you the truth, no great miſchief was done, 
Save ſpoiling the proverb, — as ſure as a gun. 
| Derry down, & c. 
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But at length a poor Snipe flew direct in the way, 
In open defiance, as if he would ſay, 
« If only the Friar and Peter are there, 
« I'll fly where I liſt, there's no reaſon to fear.“ 
| Derry down, &c, 


Tho' little thought he that his death was ſo nigh, 

Yet Peter by chance fetch d him down from on high; 

His ſhot was ramm'd down with a journal, I wiſt, 

The firſt time he charg'd ſo improper with NMH. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then on both ſides the ſpeeches began to be made, 
As I beg your acceptance — Oh! no fir, indeed! 
I beg that you would, fir, — for both wiſely knew, 
That one Snipe could ne'er be a ſupper for two. 


Derry down, &. 


What the Friar declin'd in a moſt civil ſort, 

Peter ſlipt in his pocket, the de' el take him for't! 

But were the truth known, 'twould plainly appear, 
le oft times had found a longer 6// there. 

Derry down, &c. 

Hid in his pocket the Snipe ſafely lay, 

While a week did paſs over his head, and a day ; 

Till the ropes for a toaſt too offenſive were grown, 


1 


And were ſmelt out by ev'ry noſe but his own. 
Derry down, &c. 
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The Friar look'd wholſome it muſt be agreed, 

So no one could ſay, whence the ſtink ſhould proceed 

Where the ſtink might be laid, tho' no one could ſay, 

Tis certain he brought it and took it away. 
Derry down, &c. 


At ſight of the Friar began the perfume, 
And ſcarce he appear d but he ſcented the room: 
Snuff- boxes were held in the higheſt eſteem, 
And all the wry faces were made where he came. 
| Derry down, &c. 


At the place he was in it was call'd this and that ; 

In his room twas a cloſe-ſtool, or elſe a dead rat; 

In the fields where he walk'd for ſome carrion 'twas gueſt; 

»Twas a f—t at the Argel, and paſs d for a jeſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


Atilength the ſuſpicion fell thick on poor Tray, 
Till he took.to-his heels, and with ſpeed ran away; 
Thought the Friar poor Tray I'll remember thee ſoon, 
If I live to grow. ſweet J will give thee a bone. 
| Derry down, &c. 


For he knew that poor Tray was moſt highly abus'd, 
And if any, himſelf, thus deſerv'd to be us'd : 
For twas certainly he, whom elſe could he think; 


"Twas certainly he that muſt make all the ſtink 
Derry down, &c. 
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So when he came home he ſat down on his bed, 
His elbow at diſtance ſupported his head ; 
His body long while like a pendulum went; 
But all he could do did not alter the ſcent. 
.. mas down, &c, 

Thus hipp'd he got up and pull'd off his clothes, 
He peep'd in his breeches, and ſmelt to his hoſe, 
And the very next morning. freſh clothes he put on, 
All, all but a waiſtcoat, for he had but one. 

| Derry down, &c. 


Let changing his clothes did not alter the caſe, 


And fo he ſtunk on for three weeks and three days; 


Till to ſend for a Doctor he thought it moſt meet; 


For tho' he was not, yet his life it was ſweet.. 
Derry down, &e. 


The Doctor he came, felt his pulſe in a trice; 
Then crept at a diſtance to give his advice: 
But ſweating, nor bleeding, nor purging would do, 
For inſtead of one ſtink this only made two. 
Derry down, &c. 


The Friar oft times to his glaſs would repair, 
But to death he was frighten'd whene'er he came there; 


His eyes were ſo ſunk, and he look'd ſo aghaſt, 


He verily thought he was ſtinking his laſt, 
| Derry down, &c. 
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So for credit he haſtens to burn all his Proſe, 
And into the fire his Verſes he throws ; 


When ſearching his pockets to make up the pile, 
He found out the Suite, that had ſtunk all the while. 


Derry down, &c. 


So he hopes you will now think him wholſome again, 
Since his Waiſtcoat diſcovers the cauſe of his pain. 

To conclude, the poor Friar entreats you to note, 
That FO might have been ſweet had you been in his Coat. 
| Derry aka &c. 


— 


EPIGRAM IN MARTIAL, 


LITERALLY TRANSLATED. 


Carrrpus impoſuit nuper mihi Caupo Ravennæ : 
Cum peterem mixtum, vendidit ille nerum. 


J LAT ©. 


A LANDLORD at Bath put upon me a queer hum; 
I aſk'd him for punch — and the dog gave me mere rum, 
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7 A N Y 


WRITTEN IN TAT YEAR 1745. 


BY MR, KIDGELL OF HERTFORD coLLE OSE. 


Votum, Timor, Tra, Voluptas, * 


Gaudia, Diſcurſus, naſtri, Farrago Libelli. JuvxNAT. 


W HEN lovely CæLIA had reſign'd 
The dear delights of womankind, 

And could without reluctance, ſee 

The powers of talk - inſpiring tea, 
Imperial in its laſt decay 

Glad Mrs. BET T's harmleſs prey : 
When all the fountains that ſupply 
The Pools of rich Qzadrille were dry; 
And each promiſcuous Fiſh was ſeen 
Stretch'd on the pearl- beſpangled Green; 
When Paa&Bvus had conſign'd his power 
To a mild Evening's cooler hour, 

And Tent the jewels of his light 

T' adorn the Empreſs of the Night, 
"Twas ſolemnly” agreed upon 

By Mak Cook, and Butler Jonny 
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That ſupper in the parlour ſhou'd be 
With expedition vaſt as cou'd be; 

For maſter with delay was hungry, 

And miſtreſs with impatience angry. 

Swift as the word the cloth was laid, 

And all was huſh'd while Grace was aid, 


When ſilence once again gave way 


To bring Diſcourſe again in play. 


« But, ſir, if theſe accounts are true, 
The Dutch have mighty things in view; 
The Auſtrians — J admire French Beans, 
Dear ma' em, above all ſorts of Greens, — 
They ſay the Praſſian ſchemes are quaſh'd —- 


Oh ma'em, tis admirably haſh'd —. 


Some pepper — and I hear ARG YIE— 
A little vinegar and ol — _ 5 
But that, perhaps, is all a jeſt, Gs 
Ma'em, which you pleaſe—which you like beſt, ſir 
I think green peas— if underſtood 
The Grand Duke's ſchemes — are lovely good — 
Mix'd, Mr. JohN —will humble France 
Sir, your good health — but that's a chance — 
Miſs HarRIoT's vaſtly grown, ma' em - why. 
So her papa thinks — Mrs. Fay 

Is out of patience—ma'em a piece 

Of Sturgeon —with her /ittle nieces. 
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They're both year's children — Jon; ſome bread 
| But HARRITOr's taller by the head. 

She came from ſchool, ſtay, let me ſee, 

I think *twas— Almond Flummery, 

Venture to taſte it,. Mr. 8x AR — 

The night that GAR RIC E play'd King LEAR. 
Oh, I remember ! — Deareſt ma'em, let 

Me help you — when he ated HamizT 

My ſiſter ASHBURNHAM had on 

Her pink and filver — Hark'ee, Jony 
And ſome rude rabble from the gallery 
The ſoup taſtes delicate of Celery — 

Threw God knows what upon her ſleeve —- 
She's got it out, ma'em, I perceive. —- 

Oh, no ma'em, ſhe was forc'd to buy 

( Your humble ſervant, Dr. DRY) 

A whole new breadth — we had ſuch ſport —- 
Of Mrs. Vokks, in Old Round Court. 

Dear Mrs. CR ArwELIL, have you heard 
To me a Teal's a better bird— _ 

How Mrs. Bxancae's cauſe goes on? 

A little water, Mr. Joun — 

O! Mrs. BRANCHE! I can't abide her 
Pray, Mr. James, a glaſs of cyder. 

Some ſay — a little butter mix'd 

With capers—ſhe is ſo unfix'd,, 
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She can't—eats moſt delightful in it — 
Continue in a mind one minute, — 

No! Carp, ma'em, is—and ſo we ſee 
Above all ſorts of fiſh to me — 


A triflingneſs—you knew Tom's wife 


In every action of her life — 

Tom BRANCHE's wife I knew — another 
Potatoe if you pleaſe —and mother. 

His mother — Mr. OLpHam ſpeaks, 

Joan, don't you hear? — within three weeks 
Afﬀter—theſe eggs I always poach— 

Was overturn'd in York ſtage coach — 


And Mrs. Mixon, as for her — 


Miſs, your good health, ma' em, your's, good fir, — 
She went to Perth—poor ſoul, it cry'd, 

And ran to me—and there ſhe dy'd — 

Poor little ſoul! ma'em, ſome of thoſe — 

And did it hurt its little noſe ! — 


Ves, ma'emy it bled—I chuſe a wings 


Sir, you are quite—like any thing? 

But Doctor, if the noble Duke — 

Take out that ſkew'r there to the Cook — 
Shou'd trounce Mounſeer, I'm bold to lay— 
A little ſweet- bread, Mrs. DA — 

That *tis impoſſible the Dutch — 

Ma'em, if you pleaſe, not quite ſo much — 
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Refuſe t' afliſt—yes, ma'em, but ſpices 
Improve it vaſtly —at this criſis. — 

Good gracious! he's a dreadful jobſter = 
Ma'em, I prefer one claw of lobſter — 

He piec'd my habit all in dabs — 

At any. time to twenty crabs — 

Oh! I'd forgot — they're lovely rabbits, 
Dear ma'em ! — but now you mention habits, 
Miſs Dx awBR1D68—your good health, Miſs PERKIN 
Has got the fearful'ſt, frightful'ſt jerkin, 

It looks fo tarniſh'd and ſo old — ; 

Miſs JewKEs, I hope you've caught no cold 

No, not at all, 'ma'em— Fetch the cheeſe in— 
Snuff always did ſet me a ſneezing — 

The Aſſociation's form'd we hear 

Joan, mix a little ale and beer — 

Why, really, ma'em—your health, Miſs Bayzs— 
Folks talk on't many different ways — | 
Tho' 'tis a cafe that I'm no judge in— 

Ma'em, I'm prodigious fond of gudgeon — 

But apt to prate — they're fine ſtew d pears — 

At ſuch a juncture: of affairs. PT 

Dear ma'em, you've heard how Squire BoDLING 
My daughter Foxp admires a codling — 

It rain'd ſo dreadful cou'd not go, 

He and Miſs Ja urs, and Mrs, 8L ox, 
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So far as Tewkeſbury laſt week — 

Sure, Joan, you heard Miſs ID LE ſpeak! 

You ſaw Miſs DrRawBrIDGE, ma'em, laſt Sunday? 
Yes, ma'em, I did; and Mrs. Mu N DAR 

Had loſt her parrot — Pray, ma' em, how ?: 

J really, ma em. can't tell, I vow— 


I pity'd the poor creature's fate — 

Give Mrs. Dyxxs a china plate — 

But poor Miſs DzawBRIDGE: will run wild — 
No, ma' em, our cream is always boil'd — 
For our part, ma'em, I can't but ſay 

We all—make haſte and take away —- 

Are mighty fond: of ſlip- ſlops, — bring 

The wine and fruits — ma' em, Church and King 
Miſs, ſhall I help you! Sir, I beg — 

Sir, there's enough — Ma'em, Siſter Px G 

Is well, but Gronxck has hurt his leg: 

My aunt was in a vehement fright— 


His left leg, ma em — no, ma'em, his right — 
Poor Maſter GRECORTYI - Ma'em, I hope— 
No, ma'em,. he's with my uncle Core, 

And 1s as lively and as briſk 

As—ma'em d'ye chuſe a game at Whiſk ?*? 
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Frm P H DR A and HYPPOLITU Ss. 


SO when bright Venus yielded up her charms, 
| The bleſt Adonis languiſh'd in her arms: 
His idle horn on fragrant myrtles hung, 
His arrows ſeatter d, and his bow unſtrung. 
Obſcure in coverts lay his dreaming hounds, 
And bay'd the fancy'd boar with feeble ſounds; 
For nobler ſports he quits the ſavage fields, 
And all the Hero to the Lover yields, 


THE SAME PARODIED. 
5 | 
So when bright Abigail reſign'd her charms, 
The happy Curate languiſh'd in her arms: 
His unbruſh'd beaver on the floor was toſs'd ; 
His Notes were ſcatter'd, and his Bible loſt. 
In ale-houſe hid this dreaming Clerk was found, 
And rear d the fancy'd ſtave with feeble ſound: 
For nobler ſheets his Concordance he leayes, 
And all the Parſon to the Lover gives, 
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BV E 8 


o THE 
Expected Arrival of Queen CHARLOTTI, 


IN AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND, 1761. 


RX A QENTLEMAN UF OXFORD. 


Containing the Sentiments, Images, Metaphors, Machinery, Similies 
Alluſions, and all other Poetical Decorations, 


OF THE OXFORD VERSES, 


Which were to appear on that auſpicious Occaſion. ; 


Y ES—ev'ry hopeful Son of Rhyme 
Will ſurely ſeize this happy time, 
Vault upon Pegaſus's back, 

Now grown an Academick Hack, 
And fing the Beauties of a Queen, 

{ Whom, by the bye, he has not ſeen; ) 
Will ſwear her eyes are black as jet, 
Her teeth are pearls in coral ſet ; 

Will tell us that the roſe has lent 

Her cheek its bloom, her lips its ſcent ; 
'That Philomel breaks off her ſong, 
Ard liſtens to her ſweeter tongue; 


D. 


lies, 
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That Venus and the Graces join'd 
To form this Phoenix of her kind, 
And Pallas undertook to ſtore 
Her mind with wiſdom's chiefeſt lore: 
Thus form'd, Jove iſſues a decree 
That GeorGE's ConsoRr ſhe ſhall be: 
Then C upid ( for what match is made 
By poets without Cupid's aid ? ) 
Picks out the ſwifteſt of his darts 
And pierces inſtant both their hearts, 

Your fearful Proſemen here might doubt 
How beſt to bring this Match about, 
For winds and waves are ill- bred things, 


And little care for Queens and Kings; 85 


But as the Gods aſſembled ſtand, 

And wait each youthful Bard's command, 
All fancy'd dangers they deride, | 

Of boiſt'rous winds, and ſwelling tide ; 
Neptune is call'd to wait upon her, 
And Sea-nymphs are her Maids of Honour; 
Whilſt we, inſtead of eaſtern gales, 


; With vows and praiſes fill the ſails, 


And when, with due poetic care 
They ſafely land the Royal Fair, 
They catch the happy ſimile, 
Of Venus riſing from the ſeas 
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Soon as ſhe moves, the hill and vale, 
Reſponſive tell the joyful tale; 

And wonder holds th' enraptur'd throng 
To ſee the goddeſs paſs along; 

The bowing foreſts all adore her, 

And flow'rs ſpontaneous ſpring before her, 


Where you and I all day might travel, 
And meet with nought but ſand and gravel; 
But poets have a piercing eye, 


And many pretty things can Tpyy 
Which neither you nor I can ſee, 


But then the fault's in you and me. 
The King aſtoniſn'd muſt appear, 
And find that fame has wrong'd his dear; 
Then Hymen, like a Biſhop ſtands, 
To join the Lovers' plighted hands; 
Apollo and the Muſes wait, 
The nuptial ſong to celebrate, 
But I, who rarely ſpend my time 
In paying court or ſpinning rhyme; 
Who cannot from the high abodes, 
Call down, at will, a troop of gods; N 
Muſt in the plain profaick way, 
The wiſhes of my ſoul t convey. 
May Heav'n our Monarch's choice approve, 
May he be bleſt with mutual love, 
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And be as happy with his Queen, 
As with my CHLor I have been; 
When wand'ring through the beechen grove, 
She ſweetly ſmil'd and talk'd of love! 
And oh! that he may live to ſee 
A Son 8s wiſe and good as he; 
And may his Confort grace the Throne 
With virtues equal to his own! 

Our courtly bards will needs be telling, 
That ſhe's like Venus or like HELEN; 
J wiſh that ſhe may prove as fair 
As EcxeEmonT and PeEMBROKE are; 
For tho' by Sages tis confeſt, | 
That Beauty's but a Toy at beſt ; 
Yet tis, methinks, in married life, 
A pretty Douceur with a Wife: 
And may the minutes as they fly, 
Strengthen ſtill the nuptial tye, 
While hand in hand through life. they go, 
Till Love ſhall into Friendſhip grow; 
For tho' theſe bleſſings rarely wait 
On Regal Pomp and tinſel'd State, 
Vet Happineſs is Virtue's lot, 
Alike in Palace and in Cot: © 
*Tis true, the grave Affairs of State, | 
With little folks have little weight; 
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Yet I confeſs my patriot heart f 
In Britain's welfare bears its part; 

With tranſport glows at GOR OE's name, 
And triumphs in its country's fame: 

With hourly pleaſure J can ſit 


And talk of GRAN BY, Hawke, and PIT; 


And whilſt J praiſe the Good and Brave, 
Diſdain the Coward and the Knave. 
At growth of Taxes others fret, 
And ſhudder at the Nation's Debt; 
I ne'er the fancied ills bemoan, 
No debts diſturb me, but my own. 
What! tho' our Coffers fink, our Trade 
Repairs the breach which War has made; 
And if Expences now run high, 
Our Minds muſt with our Means comply. 
Thus far my Politicks extend, 
And here my warmeſt wiſhes end, 
May Merit flouriſh, Faction ceaſe, 
And I and Evxoes live in Peace! 
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„% TO CRETE 1 nn 


By Mr. WODHU LL. 


' 


Mutemus Clypeos, DAN Au M uE Inſignia Nomis 
Aptemus. Dolus, an Virtus, quis in Hiſte reguirit? VIRGIL. 


4 
H AI L, mighty goddeſs, whom of yore, 


Where fam'd Cimmeria boaſts her tenfold gloom, 


In thoſe deep caverns, from her lab'ring womb 
Imperial Dulneſs bore. 
At the ſignal of thy birth, 
O'er the rue-beſprinkled earth, 
Shwly ſullen Spleen advances, 
Sneering Laughter joins the dances, 
Swift from her den exulting Envy ſprings, 

New trims her faded torch, and ſharpens all her tings, 


It. 
Farewell, ye viſions light and vain, 
The Delian Grove, with its enchanted rill, 
The cloven ſummits of Parnaſſus' Hill, 


Chimeras of the brain. 
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No more ſuch follies I purſue — 
Thee, ſober- veſted queen, I woo; 
Thy propitious help imploring, 
As by midnight taper poring, 
With ſtudious care TI mark ſome faulty line, 
Then curſe the Theban Harp, or HomeR's work divine, 
III. | 
Here in my hateful, loneſome cell, 
While Darkneſs ſpreads her murky veil around, 
When Pains corode, and ftormy Paſſions wound, 
With thee I wiſh to dwell, 
Tho' AroLLo bids deſpair, 
Nor a muſe regards my pray'r ; 
Still with ever conſtant kindneſs, 
Thou wilt ſooth my votive blindneſs ; 
I feel, I feel the maddening influence reigns, 
The black bile ruſhes on, and revels in my veins. 
. 
Borne on the rapid wings of Thought, 
E'en now I ſeem, in thy extenſive ſhade, 
Where baleful yews o'ercome the ſickening glade, 
To quaff the plenteous draught, 
And behold thy realms compriſe 
Learned, ignorant, and wiſe, 
| All alike with hot devotion, 
| Swallowing thy embitter d potion, 
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Fearleſs I take my ſelf. commiſſion'd ſtand, 
To wield thy ruthleſs ſword with unrelenting hand. 


V. 


Hear then, O hear my fond requeſt, 
ine. Whether in poor VERONA's hapleſs ſtate, 
Thou mourn'ſt thy Scat1crr's neglected fate, 
With anguiſh- laden breaſt. 
Or with rapture lov'ft to view 
Sourly ſmiling each Rewiexw ; 
Quickly haſte to my embraces, 
Come, O come, in all thy graces, 
Where tuneful Oxford hails thy juſt domain, 
Where at thy ſhrine attend her delegated train. 


VI. 


How ſhall I paint thy heav'nly charms! 
In what high praiſe my ardent ſuit addreſs! 
Or how the glowing flame ſhall I expreſs 
Which now my boſom warms ; 
How deſcribe the mazy road, 
Leading to thy bleſt abode ! 
Where thou ſitt'ſt in ſtate preſiding, 
Us ignoble Rhimers guiding 
To where the banks of LeTaz's ſilent wave, 
Before our paſſive ſteps diſcloſe an early grave. | 
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Wk” 


Yet ſhall my feeble lays preſume, 
Rapt in ideal extacies, to trace 
'The winning features of thy lovely face, 

And its primeval bloom. 

Thou, a fitver ſſipper'd nymphy* 

Lightly tread'ſt the dimply lymph, 

With dank ſedge thy treſſes wreathing, 
Modulating meaſures breathing; 


A coral crown thy bright brow binds, T ween, 
And down devolves thy /aveeping ftole of gli green. 


VIII. 


Oft in nocturnal ſerenade, 
Anxious I wake my lyre's diſcordant ftrings, 


— > 


Till the reſponſive echo loudly rings 
With thee, immortal maid ! 

Ah! perchance my hopes are vain— 

Canſt thou then with harſh diſdain, 
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And from the Wave aroſe its guardian Queen, 
Known by her ſweeping ſtole of gloſſy green; 
While in the coral crown that bound her brow, 
Was wove the Delphic Laurel's verdant bough, 
As the ſmooth ſurface of the dimply flood, 
The filver-ſlipper'd Isis lightly trod. 


e 
—— 


— — 


— — CR. — — 
- . Gr cr AA Fo 
— PREY - - * . — 9 — 
ver p 
0 8 ere = — — MN 
- 1 — — — 2 
. RE 2 2 
_ Py — * — + — 
— . — 2 5 . - F 


THE OXFORD SAUSAGE, 135 


Spurn my too officious duty 
Self-enamour'd of thy beauty; 
And cloſe thy ſtern, inexorable heart, 
Slighting the vow ſincere, which wants the gloſs of art. 
| IX. | 
Hence, idle fears thou ſtill art kind; 
Low at thy footſtool bends my trembling knee: 
J ſue, O goddeſs, and I ſue to thee, 
To thy beheſts reſign'd. 
No rejected votary's moans 
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Taint the air with feveriſh groans. 
Where we reſt, thy charms enjoying, 
Ever taſted, never cloying, | 
| Widely thou pour'ſt thy all-diffuſive rays, 
Inſtant our kindling-ſouls with fire congenial blaze. 
; | d 8 


In RyueDyCina's favour'd ſeat, 


Where richeſt verſe thy ſmould'ring altar feeds, 
With him ſome choſen ſage obedient leads, 
To give thee homage meet. 
$13; Falſe Surmiſes, hidden Flaws, 
| Old Grammarians' crabbed Laws; 
At thy impulſe while elated, 
By thy pleaſure he unſated, 
With his fell pen from thy tribunal bends, 
As on the mingled lines the frequent blot deſcends. 
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XI. 
When Autumn brought the lowering year, 


Fair /s mingled with Britannia's woe; 
+ Meanwhile thou taught'ſt her claſſic plaints to flow 
O'er GroRce's grief, ſtrain'd bier. 
How ſhe mourn'd the Monarch dead, 
Father of his country fled, 
JI befits my trite narration — 
J in lefs exalted Station, 
Stupidly nod o'er Poeſy ſo fine, | 


* 


Stretch'd on the lifeleſs couch of Indolence ſupine. 


XII. 
T hat part to Thee we conſecrate 
Of the huge earh forſooth, aich al! the Nine, 
With fill united have conſpir'd to tavine.* 
A Fricaſſee of State! 
Twould make a Breakfaſt for a King; 
Or ſhould he feaſt on no ſuch thing 
As ſee-ſaw Flattery, and his ſpirit 
Be cooly touch'd with ſo much merit; 


2% 


— 


Sr — — T 4 = —— — * — 
— DIO ITE: » R 3 N W 1 «i 
: - | J ug W eto y - — I — 
_- - _ 
$A — 2 8 
— — 22 n —_ 
: DT oO — — — 2 — —— — 6 ” 5 . 10 1 
— — * * * * - by "> re 6 A * 1 
—F trio aye tes. Bn nr ee 7 on I Ln en Hr Be ; . D b.. 5 0 — - — — 
— 8 N — . 2 . So — 2 4 FT" * 2 a 1 . — RES ER 2 0 tt DE IN oy — o 
i N W ' 1 — "Fr. p 2 * 1 S b N "= 
n < — . r P * e 4 2 . 2 9 
dg W 2. — 4 — * 


. 


| # 
1 144 
72 

: [3 
*1 is\ 
200 o 
* 
1 

1 

[5 

* 

N * 

74 

I! 

'F 

iF i 

1 

+: WW 

** 11 
U 

1 4 
.' WH 
i: Þ 

= = 
1 71 
— 7 


— 


CE —— — — 
« — 

DOD 2 
7 2 by 
* NN — 
— 2 
— 2 
r 


— — 


x © Dm pion 
Sg 1 eg 
2 wy 
2 — — 


* Alluding to the following lines in the concluding copy of the 
OxForD VERSES above-mentioned, written by the Por ra 
PROFESSOR» 


= 
n 
* n 
rern 


= = - = -.- - = - - - deign to view ; 
* his ample Wreath, which all th' aſſembled Nine 
With ſkill united have conſpir'd to twine. 
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If he endure the Song with look ſiniſter, 
The Plan will ſuit at leaſt a Patriot-Miniſter. 


XIII. 


Full many a youth, whoſe opening ſhoot 
Teem'd with poetic foliage, o'er whoſe head 
Caftalian dews the gracious Muſe has ſhed, 

And promis'd riper fruit ; 
Such the firm decrees of fate, 
Such the ſhortneſs of his date, 
With the troop of phantoms nameleſs, 
In that pious volume fameleſs, 
Where the triumphant clouds of ſmoke aſpire, 
Sinks in Oblivion's arms on the funereal pyre. | 


XIV, 
Far from the terrors of thy reign, 
Curb'd by thy frown, audacious Genius flies; 
Or, if he impotently dares to riſe, 
Is levell'd to the plain: 
Nought avails his magic art 
To avert thy vengeful dart; 


the And his inſolent empriſing; 


RY 


Thou his vaunting pow'r deſpiſing, 
Eager his blaſted glories to confound, 
Strik' him a breathleſs corſe, unpitying, to the ground. 
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XV. 
When * favinging ſlow with ſwweepy ſway, 
In one ſame conſtant tenor run our rhymes, 
Like the ſweet muſic of unvaried chimes, 
In diſtant due delay ; 
Then our vows thou deign'ſt to hear 
With a condeſcending ear. 
Aid, O goddefs, aid my numbers, 
Let me fare thy feveeteft ſlumbers, 
While from this quill, as all along I doze, 
In apathy diſcreet the ſtumbling ſtanza flows, 


7 * See WarToN's Pleaſures of Melancholy, a Poem. 


THE OXFORD SAUSAGE, 139 


AN 

IMITATION OF SPENCKEE 
| I. 

A Well-known vaſe of ſovraign uſe I ſing, 

Pleafing to young and old, and Jordan hight. 

The lovely Queen, and eke the haughty King 

Snatch up this veſſel in the murky night ; 

Ne lives there poor, ne lives there wealthy wight, 

But uſes it in mantle brown or green; 

Sometimes it ſtands array'd in gloſſy white ; 


And eft in mighty dortours may be ſeen 
Of China's fragile earth, with azure flowrets ſheen. 


II. 


The Virgin comely as the dewy Roſe, 

Here gently ſheds the ſoftly-whiſp' ring rill ; 

The Frannion, who ne ſhame ne bluſhing knows, 
At once the Potter's gloſſy Vaſe does fill; 

It whizzes like the waters from a mill. 

Here frouzy Houſewives clear their loaded reins ; 
The beef-fed Juſtice, who fat ale doth ſwill, 

Graſps the round-handled Jar, and tries, and ſtrains, 
While lowly dribbling down the ſcanty water drains, 


r 3 8 * 7 
rx ie . — —— 1 — — 1 
— * — 5 
2 — — ——— 
— 5 fg Ia 2 * e 
* __ * * 
. 8 
— _ 
— — — r - ol 
4 * FR — 5 4 
r 
A — — » > 5 


$ 
i 5 
0 7; 
2 * 
4Y 
6: 
Kg 
4 N 
11 
1 
© by 
ö 3 t 
SA 
*. þ 
22 1 
1 5 
1 
L 
| 3 
bo 15 
*} 
(0 
2 
* 4 
"2K 
">. 2 
_ 

_ —_—— 
= 40 
—_ — F 
_ 7 

. ＋ 
: A 1 7 
- l 
*1 A J 
R$ 
Wig) 
19 * 7 
Ti ' « J 
l 4 — 
od, 1 
. 
WH + 
i234 5 

, i * 

FI. . 

_ b 
1 & 
* 2, 445 

2 i 
4 
A * 
{ 


140 THE OXFORD SAUSAGE. 


III. 
The dame of Fraunce ſhall without ſhame conve;- 
This ready needment to 1ts proper place; 

Vet ſhall the daughters of the Lond of Fay 
Learn better amenaunce and decent grace 
Warm bluſhes lend a beauty to their face, 
For virtue's comely tints their cheeks adorn ; 
Thus o'er the diſtant hillocks you may trace 
'The purple beamings of the infant morn : 
Sweet are our blooming mad — the ſweeteſt creature 


born. | . 
IV. 
None but their Huſbands or their Lovers true 
They truſt with management of their affairs; 
Nor even theſe their privacy may views 
i'd | When the ſoft beavies feek the bow'r by pairs : 
| | Then from the ſight accoy d, like tim'rous hares, 
i From mate or bellamour alike they fly ; 
bn Think not, good ſwain, that theſe are ſcornful airs, 
Think not for hate they ſhun thine am'rous eye, 
Soon ſhall the fair return, nor done thee, youth, to dye, 
| . 7 | 
While Belgic Frows acroſs a charcoal ftove 
(Repleniſh'd like the veſtal's laſting fire) 
Bren for whole years, and ſcorch the parts of love, 
No longer parts that can delight inſpire, _ 
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Erſt cave of bliſs, now monumental pyre ; 
O Britiſh Maid, for ever clean and neat, 
For whom I aye will wake my ſimple lyre, 
With double care preſerve that dun retreat, 


Fair Yenns' myſtic bow'r, Dan Cupid s feather'd ſeat, 


VI. 

5 your hours ſoft-ſliding ſteal away, 
| e to gnarring ſlander and to bale, 

O'er ſeas of bliſs Peace guides her gondelay, 

Ne bitter dole impeſt the paſſing gale. 

O ſweeter than the lilies of the dale, 

In your ſoft breaſts the fruits of joyance grow. 

Ne fell deſpair be here with viſage pale, 

Brave be the youth for whom your boſoms glow, 
"Na other joy but you * faithful ſtriplings know. 
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AN EXCEL LENT: BALLAD, 


THE OXFORD SAUSAGE. 


TO THE TUNE OF CHEVY - CHACEs« 


y V HILOME there dwelt near Buckingham, 


That famous country town, 
At a known place, hight /haddon Chace, 


A Squire of odd renown. — 


A Druid's facred form he bore, 
His robes a girdle bound : 
Deep vers'd he was in antient lore, 


In cuſtoms old, profound. 


A ſtick torn from that hallow'd tree, 
Where CHAavceR us'd to fit, 
And tell his Tales with leering glee, 
Supports his tott'ring feet. 
High on a hill his manſion ſtood, — 
But gloomy dark within; 
Here mangled books, as bones and blood 
Lie in a Giant's Den. 
Crude, undigeſted, half-devour'd, 
On groaning ſhelves they're thrown ; 


Such Manuſcripts no eye could read, 


Nor hand write — but his own. 
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No Prophet He, like $ Ydrophel, 
Could future times explore; 

But what had happen'd, he could tell, 
Five hundred years and more. 


A walking Alm'nack he appears, 
Stept from ſome mouldy wall, 

Worn out of uſe thro* duſt and years, 
Like Scutcheons in his Hall. 


His boots were made of that cow's hide, 
By Guy of Warwick lain ; 

Time's choiceſt gifts, aye to abide 
Among the choſen train. 


Who firſt receiv'd the precious boon, 
We're at a loſs to learn, 

By SrELMAN, CAMBDEN, DUGDALE, worn, 
And then they came to HRARNE. 


Hearne ſtrutted in them for awhile ; 
And then, as lawful heir, 

Brown claim'd and ſeiz d the precious ſpoil, 
The ſpoil of many a year. 


His Car himſelf he did provide, 
To ſtand in double ſtead ; 

That it ſhould carry him alive, 
And bury him when dead, 


; 
4 
: 
J 
1.5 
1 
. 1 
34 
he  F1 
* io} 
N 
1 
a) \ 
ve! 
+ 
"7 
As 9 
135 
q 
„ 
FRY 
1 
1 
? , 
73: 
1 
1 
a6 
1 Fl 
T2 
Y 1 
WET. 
b 1% 
be! of 
ks 7 
111 
1 
1 
MR 
#4 
1 - 
11 
44 
By 
98 
I; MJ + 
Sv 
* > [3 
D 
bi n 
14 * 
1 
£271 
"2 
"54 
3 
* 
1 
74 
* 
1 
1 
1 I 
1 
364 
73 
F \ 
* 
4 
2 
1 
S + 
31 
4 
. nts 
I's 
4 4 
* ** 
KJ 


— r WE r 
r 5 * a Bb 4 DEAE 
. : 
* pm EY \ — 4 4 — < as 1% 
P 
— — — — — * — 2 * 
EIT port A A» os RO panty 


— — 2 


r - 


= vm nw. 


THE OXFORD SAUSAGE. 


By ruſty Coins old Kings he'd trace, 
And know their air and mien: 
King ALFRED he knew well by face, 

Tho' GEORGE he ne'er had ſeen. 


This wight th' Outfide of Churches loy 'd, 
Almoſt unto a fin ; 

Spires Gothic of more uſe he prov'd 
Than Pulpits are within. 


Of uſe, no doubt, when high in air, 
A wand' ring bird they'll reſt, 

Or with a Bramin's holy care, 
Make lodgments for its neſt. 


Ve jackdaws, that are us'd to talk, 
Like us of human race, 

When nigh you ſee Brown WII L Is walk, 
Loud chatter forth his praiſe. 


Whene'er the fatal day ſhall come, 
For come, alas! it muſt, 

When this good Squire muſt ſtay at home, 
And turn to antique duſt; ; 


The ſolemn Dirge, ye Owls, prepare, 
Ye Batts more hoarſly ſcreak; | 

Croak, all ye Ravens, round the bier, 

And all ye Church- mice, ſqueak ! 
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The P O E T and his SERVAN T. 


In imitation of HoxAcE, Sat. ix. Book ii. 
BY THE LATE MR. CHRISTOPHER PITT. 


SERVANTS» , 


SIR, Tre long waited, in my turn, to have 
A word with you, — but I'm your humble ſlave. 
Peet, What Knave is that? my Raſcal! 
Servant. Sir, tis I, 
No Krave, nor Raſcal, but your truſty Gu v. 
Poet. Well, as your wages ſtill are due, I'll bear 
Your damn'd impertinence, this time of year. 


Serv. Some folks are drunk one day, and ſome for ever. 


And ſome, like W*****, but twelve years together. 
Old EvzemonD, renown'd for wit and dirt, 

Would change his living, oft'ner than his ſhirt ; 

Roar with the Rakes of State a month, and come 
To ftarye another in his hut at home. 

So rov'd wild Bucx1ncHam the publick jeſt, 

| Now ſome Innholder's, now a Monarch's Gueſt ; 
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His life and politicks of ev'ry ſhape, 

This hour a Roman, and the next an Ape. 
The gout in ev'ry limb from ev'ry vice, 

Poor N***** hir'd a boy to throw the dice. 
Some wench forever; — and their fins in thoſe 
By cuſtom fit as eaſy as their clothes, 

Some fly like pendulums from good to evil, 
And in that point are madder than the devil : 


For they 
Poet, To what will theſe wiſe maxims tend ? 


And where, ſweet fir, will your refleQions end? 
Serv, In you. © bo 
Poer. In me, you knave, make out your charge. 
Serv. Vou praiſe low living, but you live at large. 
Perhaps you ſcarce believe the rules you teach, 
Or find it hard to practiſe what you preach. 
Scarce have you paid one idle journey down, 
But without bus 'neſs you're again in Town. 
If none invite you, ſir, abroad to roam, 
Then — lord, what pleaſure tis to read at home! 
And ſip your two half-pints with great delight 
Of Beer at noon, and muddled Port at night. 
From Encombe, John comes thund' ring at the door, 
With — ſir, my maſter begs you to come o'er. 
To paſs the tedious hours, theſe winter nights; 
Not that he dreads invaſions, rogues, or ſprites.— 
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Strait for your two beſt wigs aloud you call, 
This ſtiff in buckle, that not curl'd at all. 
And where the devil are the ſpars? you cry; 
And pox ! what blockhead laid the buſkins by? 
On your old batter'd mare you'll needs be gone, 
(No matter whether on four legs or none) 
Splaſh, plunge, and ſtumble, as you ſcour the heath, 
All ſwear at Morden tis on life and death: 
As fierce through Wareham ſtreets you ſcamper on, 
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Raiſe all the dogs and voters in the town; 

Then fly for ſix long dirty miles as bad, 
That Corfe and King ſton gentry think you mad. 
And all this furious riding is to prove 
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Your high reſpect, it ſeems, and eager love: 
And yet that mighty honour to obtain, | 
Banks, Shafiſbury, Dedington, may ſend in vain. 
Before you go, we curſe the noiſe you make, 
And bleſs the moment that you turn your back. 
Meantime your flock, depriv'd of heav'nly food, 
As we of carnal, ftarve and ſtray abroad : 


Left to your care by Providence in vain, 

You leave them all to Providence again. 

As for myſelf, I own it to your face, 

I love good eating, —and I take my glaſs : 

But ſure tis ſtrange, dear fir, that one ſhould be 


In you Amuſement, but a Crime in me. 
K 2 | 
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All this is bare refining on a name, 

To make a difference where the fault's the ſame. 
My father ſold me to your ſervice here, 

For this fine Livery, and four Pounds a year. 


A Livery you ſhould wear as well as I, 
And this I'll prove, — but lay your cudgel by. 
You ſerve your paſſions. Thus, without a jeſt, 
Both are but fellow - ſervants at the beſt. 
Yourſelf, good fir, are play'd by your deſires, 
A mere tall Poppet dancing on the Wires. 
Poet. Who at this rate of talking can be free? 
Serv. The brave, wiſe, honeſt man, and only he: 
All elſe are ſlaves alike, the world around, | 
Kings on the Throne, and Beggars on the Ground. 
He, fir, is proof to grandeur, pride, or pelf, 
And ( greater ftill) is maſter of himſelf: 
Not to and fro' by fear and factions hurl'd, 
But looſe to all the intereſts of the world: 
And while the world turns round, entire and whole 
He keeps the ſacred tenor of his ſoul ; 
In every turn of fortune ftill the ſame, 
As gold unchang'd, or brighter from the flame : 
Collected in himſelf, with godlike pride, 
He ſees the darts of envy glance alide; . 
And fix d like Arlar, while the tempeſts blow, 
Smiles at the idle ſtorms that roar below. 
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One ſuch you know, a Layman to your ſhame, ' 
And yet the honour of your blood and name. 
If you can ſuch a character maintain, 
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You too are free, — and I'm your ſlave again. 

But when in Brun's feign'd battles you delight 

More than myſelf to ſee two drunkards fight, 

Fool, rogue, ſot, blockhead, or ſuch names are mine, 
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Yours are a Connoifſeur, or deep Divine. 
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I'm chid for loving a luxurious bit, 
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The ſacred prize of learning, mirth, and wit: 
And yet ſome ſell their lands theſe bits to buy; 
Then pray who ſuffers moſt from Iuxury ! 
I'm chid, *tis true; but then I pawn no plate, 
I ſeal no bonds, I mortgage no eſtate. 
Beſides, high living, fir, muſt wear you out 
With ſurfeits, qualms, a fever, or the gout, 
By ſome new pleaſures are you till engroſs'd, 
And when you ſave an hour you think it loſt. 
To ſports, plays, races, from your books you run, 
And like all company except your own. | 3 
You hunt, drink, ſleep, or (idler ſtill) you rhyme: 
Why ?— but to baniſh Thought, and murder Time. 
And yet that 'Thought which you diſcharge in vain, 
Like a foul-loaded piece, recoils again. 

Poet. Tom, fetch a cane, a whip, a club, a ſtone, — 


K 3 : 
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Poet. A ſword, 2 piſtol, or a gun. 
' I'll ſhoot the dog. 
Serv. Lord, who would be a wit? 
He's in a mad, or in a rhyming fit. 
Poet. Fly, fly, you raſcal, for your ſpade and 1 
For once I'll ſet your lazy bones to work. 
Fly, or I'll ſend you back without a groat 
To the bleak mountains where you firſt were caught, 


= F'I · RA MM 


On the Rev. Mr. HaxBurxy's PIANTATIORSAS and Mustex 
MEExTiNG, at Church-Langton, in Leiceſterſhire. 


DO ſweet thy rain, ſo thick thy Hadi, 
The pleas'd ſpectator ſees 

The miracle once more diſplay'd 
Of Oxrnrus and his Trees, 
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Nuid tibi cum Cirrb4 ? quid cum Permeſſides undã ? 
Romanum proprius divitiuſque Forum eſt. MARTIAL. 


Now Chriſt Church left, and fixt at Lincoln's Inn, 
Th' important ſtudies of the Law begin. | 
Now groan the ſhelves beneath th* unuſual charge 

Of Records, Statutes, and Reports at large. 

Each claffic author ſeeks his peaceful nook, 

And modeſt VI RGIL yields his place to Cokk. 

No more, ye bards, for vain precedence hope, 

But even Jacos take the lead of PoE! 


While the pil'd ſhelves fink down on one another, 
And each huge folio has it's cumb'rous brother, 
While, arm'd with theſe, the Student views with awe 
His rooms become the Magazine of Law, 
Say whence ſo few ſucceed ? where thouſands aim, 
So few e'er reach the promis'd Goal of Fame? 
Say, why C.&C1L1vUs quits the gainful trade 
For regimentals, ſword, and ſmart cockade ? 

K 4 
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Or Sxxrus why his firſt profeſſion leaves 
For narrower band, plain ſhirt, and pudding ſleeves ? 


The depth of Law aſks ſtudy, thought, and care ? 
Shall we ſeek theſe in rich ALonzo's heir? 
Such diligence, alas! is ſeldom found 
In the briſk heir to forty thouſand pound. 
Wealth, that excuſes folly, ſloth creates, 
Few, who can ſpend, e'er learn to get eſtates, 
What is to him dry Caſe, or dull Report, 
Who ſtudies Faſhions at the Inns of Court; 
And proves that thing of emptineſs and ſhow, 
That mungrel, half-form'd thing, a Temple Beau ? 
Obſerve him daily ſauntring up and down, 
In purple ſlippers, and in ſilken gown ; 
Laft night's debauch his morning converſation, 
'The coming, all his evening preparation. 


By Law let others toil to gain renown ! 
FLor1o's a Gentleman, a man o' th' town. 
He nor courts Clients, or the Law regarding, 
Hurries from Nando's down to Covent Garden. 
Yet he's a Scholar ; — mark him in the Pit 
With critic catcall ſound the ſtops of wit! 
Supreme at George's he harangues the throng, 
Cenſor of ſtyle from Tragedy to Song: 
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Him ev'ry witling views with ſecret awe, 
Deep in the Drama, ſhallow in the Law, 


Others there are, who, indolent and vain, 
Contemn the ſcience they can ne'er attain : 
Who write and read, but all by fits and ſtarts 
And varniſh Folly with the name of Parts; 
Truſt on to Genius, for they ſcorn to pore, 
Till e'en that little Genius is no more. 


Knowledge in Law care only can attain, 
Where honour's purchas'd at the price of pain. 
If, loit'ring, up the aſcent you ceaſe to climb, 
No ſtarts of labour can redeem the time. 
Induſtrious ſtudy wins by ſlow degrees, 

True ſons of Cox can ne'er be ſons of Eaſe. 


There are, whom love of poetry has. ſmit, 
Who, blind to intereſt, arrant dupes to wit, 
Have wander'd devious in the pleaſing road, 
With attic flowers and claſſic wreaths beſtrew'd : 
Wedded to Verſe, embrac'd the Muſe for life, 
And ta'en, like modern bucks, their whores to wife. 
Where'er the Muſe uſurps deſpotic ſway, 
All other ſtudies muſt of force give way. 
Int'reſt in vain puts in her prudent claim, 
Nonſuited by the pow'rful plea of Fame. 
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As well you might weigh lead againſt a feather, 

As ever jumble Wit and Law together. 

On LITTLETON, CokE gravely thus remarks, 
(Remember this, ye rhyming Temple Sparks!) 

c In all our Author's Tenures, be it noted, 

« This is the fourth time any Verſe is quoted.“ 
Which, gainſt the Muſe and Verſe, may well imply 
What Lawyers call a Noli Proſequi. 


Quit then, dear GEORGE, O quit the barren field, 
Which neither profit nor reward can yield ! 
What tho? the ſprightly ſcene well acted draws 
From unpack'd Engliſhmen, unbrib'd applauſe, 
Some monthly grub, ſome De xx1s of the Age, 
In print cries ſhame on the degen'rate Stage.* 
If haply CHURC HILL ſtrive, with generous aim, 
To fan the ſparks of Genius to a flame; 
If all unasx'd, unxNowinG, and UNKNOWN, 
By noting thy deſert, he prove his own; 
Envy ſhall ſtrait to HA MIL TOx's repair, 
And vent her ſpleen, and gall, and venom there; 


* Alluding to certain diſingenuous and illiberal criticiſms in the 
Critical Review; wherein the Jealous Wife, a Comedy, and the 
author of that play, as well as his friends, were at different times 
attacked, with equal virulence and inſolence. 
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Thee, and thy works, and all thy friends decry, 

And boldly print and publiſh a rank lie ; 

Swear your own hand the flatt'ring likeneſs drew, 
Swear your own breath Fame's partial trumpet blew, 


Well I remember oft your friends have ſaid, 
(Friends whom the ſureſt maxims ever led) 
Turn Parſon, Col MAN, that's the way to thrive ; 
Your Parſons are the happieſt men alive. 
Judges, there are but twelve, and never more, 
But ſtalls untold, and biſhops, twenty-four. 
Of pride and claret, floth and ven'ſon full, 
Yon Prelate mark, Right Reverend and dull! 
He ne'er, good man, need penſive vigils keep 
To preach his audience once a week to ſleep ; 
On rich Preferment battens at his eaſe, 
Nor ſweats for Tithes, as Lawyers toil for Fees. 


Thus they advis'd. I know thee better far; 
And cry, ſtick cloſe, dear Col MAN, to the bar! 
If Genius warm thee, where can Genius call 
For nobler action, chan in yonder Hall? 

"Tis not enough each morn, on Term's approach 
To club your legal three-pence for a coach; 
Then at the Hall to take your ſilent ſtand, 

With ink-horn and long note-book in your hand, 
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Marking grave Serjeants cite each wiſe Report, 
And noting down ſage dictums from the Court, 
With overwhelming brow, and law-learn'd face, 
The index of your book of common place. 


Theſe are mere drudges, that can only plod, 
And tread the path their dull forefathers trod, 
Doom'd thro? law's maze, without a clue to range, 
From ſecond VER Nox down to ſecond STRANGE. 
Do thou uplift thine eyes to happier wits, 

Dulneſs no longer on the woolpack fits ; 

No longer on the drawling, droniſh herd, 

Are the firſt honours of the law conferr'd ; 

But they, whoſe fame reward's due tribute draws, 
Whoſe active merit challenges applauſe, 

Like glorious beacons, are ſet high to view, 

To mark the paths which genius ſhould purſue. 


O for thy ſpirit, MansritLD! at thy name 
What boſom glows not with an active flame? 
Alone from jargon born to reſcue law, 

From Precedent, grave Hum, and formal Saw ! 
To ftrip chican'ry of its vain pretence, 
And marry Common Law to Common Senſe ! 


PraTT! on thy lips perſuaſion ever hung ! 
Engliſh falls, pure as manna, from thy tongue: 
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On thy voice truth may reſt. and on thy plea 

Unerring HENLEV found the juſt decree. 

HE NLE I than whom to Harpwicke's well-rais'd ſame, 
No worthier ſecond Royal GOR EH could name: 

No lawyer of Prerogative : no Tool | 

Faſhion'd in black corruption's pliant ſchool ; 

Form'd, twixt the People and the Crown to ſtand, 

And hold the ſcales of right with even hand ! 


True to our hopes, and equal to his birth, 
See, fee in YoRKE the force of lineal worth ; 
But why their ſev'ral merits need I tell? 
Why on each honour'd ſage's praiſes dwell ? 
WIL Or how well his place, or Fos TER fills? 
Or ſhrew'd ſenſe beaming from the eye of WIL LES? 


Such, while thou ſee'ſt the public care engage, 
Their fame increaſing with increaſing age, 
Rais'd by true Genius, bred in Phœbus ſchool, 
| Whoſe warmth of ſoul ſound judgment knew to cool; 
— With ſuch illuſtrious proofs before your eyes, 
Think not, my friend, you've too much wit to riſe; | 
Think of the Bench, the Coif, long Robe, and Fee, 
And leave the Preſs to CHURCHILL, and to Mx. 
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T N © 


MOUSE AND OYSTER 


W HEN midnight's fable veil o'erfpread the plain, 

When bats and fairies, mice and Morpheus reign, 

A bold undaunted Mouſe that long defy'd 

'The various ſtratagems that KATE had try'd, 

His deſtin'd doom receiv'd, for ſoon or late 

Both Mice and Monarchs muſt ſubmit to fate. 

Oft was the moon with ſilver luſtre crown'd, 

Since the nocturnal pirate march'd his round; 
Soon as his foe, the ſun, had took his flight, 
Trips forth the little champion of the night; 

With cautious tread, ſecure from fell miſhap, 

Of puſs, of poiſons, or tremendous trap; 

Still at the head of his rapacious clan, 

He ſkipt from ſhelf to ſhelf, from pan to pan; 

With noſe ſagacious ſmoak'd the baited gin, 

Wary and conſcious of the ſnare within: 

Now feaſts on rich variety of meats, 

And oft in cheeſe his own apartments eats ; 

Regales on floods of cream, ragouts, and cakes, | 


Of all the dainties of the day partakes : 
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Now ſtorms rich conſerves with voluptuous taſte, 
And ſaps the tender tenements of paſte, 

As yet unharm'd the epicure patroll'd, 

And fearleſs o'er his filent ſuburbs ſtroll'd; 
Luxurious nights in pleaſing plunder paſt, 

Nor dreamt that this was doom'd to be his laſt, 
For now the time—the deſtin'd time was ſent : 
So fate ordain'd — and who can fate prevent? 


Thick ſhades once mote had veil'd the haunted houſe, 


Once more from coverts bolts the advent'rous Mouſe, 
Lighting in evil hour in queſt of prey, 

Where in a grœupe th' avenging Oyſter lay: 

A fiſh commiſſion'd from the watry throng, 

With ligament of ſcaly armour ſtrong ; 

Lay with expanded jaws, and gaping ſhell, 

(But who the fad cataſtrophe can tell?) 

The dainty Mouſe, ſtill craving ſome new diſh, 
Enters the gloomy manſions of the fiſh; 

With beard exploring, and with luſcious lip, 

He longs the pickle of the ſeas to ſip. 

Rous'd by his tuſks the elaſtic Oyſter fell, 

Caught cloſe the catiff's head in watry cel#; 

In vain the victim labours to get free, 

From durance hard, and dread captivity: 

Lock'd in the cloſe embrace, enſnar'd he lies, 

In pill'ry ſale, pants, ſtruggles, ſqueaks, and dies. 
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Thus the juſt fate of his own crimes he meets, 

Like Rakes expiring in deſtructive ſweets. 
Now plac'd on high, the maſter views the prize, 

And hails the conqueſt with exulting eyes! 

And when beneath ſedate he fits and ſmoaks, 

And cracks his nuts, his bottles, or his jokes, 

His tale he tells to grace the Chriſtmas Pie, 

And to the trophy'd relicks points on high. 


TRANSLATION of an Antient E PIT APH, 
IN THE CLOYSTERS OF WINCHESTER COLLEGE» 


rr 


CLAUSUS Johannes jacet hie ſub marmore Clarkus, 
Qui fuit hic quondam Preſbyter at Socius. 

In terra Roſeos ſolitus ſtillare Liquores, 
In cœlo vivis nunc quoque gaudet Aquis. 


N. 


.4 
BENE ATH this ſtone lies ſhut up in the dark, 
A Fellow and a Prieſt, yclept John Clark * 
With earthly Roſe-water he did delight ye, 
But now he deals in heavenly Aqua-vile. 
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PRESENTED WITH A PAIR OF 
$7 IKE STOCKS, 
To Miſs BELL Cooke, of Eton. 


fi 


To pleaſe the fair, in courtly Iays 
The poet plays his part, 
One tenders Snuff, another praiſe, 
A Toortnrick ora HEART. 


„ 
Alike they all, to gain their end, 
Peculiar arts diſcloſe, 
While I, ſubmiſſive, only ſend 
An numMBLE Paik or Host. 


III. 


Long may they guard from cold and harin 
The ſnowy legs that wear em, 
And kindly ſpread their influence warm 
To every thing that's near em. 
| 1 | 
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IV. 


But let it not be faulty deem'd, 

. Nor move your indignation, 

If I a little partial ſeem a 
In gift or commendation. 


= 
Each fair perfection to diſplay 
Would far exceed my charter: 


My modeſt muſe muſt never ſtray 
Above the knee or garter, 


VI. 


And who did e'er a baſis view 
So worthy to be prais'd ? 

Or from ſo fair foundation knew 
So fine a fabrick rais'd ? 


VII. 
Thou learned leech, lage **®* ſay, 
| Since ſpite of Drugs and Plaiſters, 
You now can talk the live-long day 
Of Pillars and Pilaſters ; 
F 
Fou that for hours have rov'd about, 
Through halls and colonades, 
And ſcarce would deign to tread on aught 
But arches and arcades; 
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IX. 


Did you in all your mazy round 
Two nobler Pillars view? 
What yielding marble eber was found 

So exquiſitely true ? 


IX 


The ſwelling dome with ſtately ſhow 
May many fancies pleaſe ; 

I view, content, what lies below 
The cornice and the frieze. 


XI. 


The beauteons twins, ſo fair, ſo round 
That bear the noble pile, 

Muſt ſure proceed from Vexnus' Mount, 
Or from CyTazra's IsLE. 


XII. 


Propitious fates, preſerve em ſafe, 
And keep em ſnug together, 
And grant they may the malice brave 
Of man as well as weather. 
A 


* Two places from whence the Ancients brought materials 
for their moſt noble ſtructures. 
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From luckleſs love, or rancour baſe, 
May never ill attend em; 


And grant, whatever be the caſe, 
That I may ſtill defend em. 


XIV. 


164 


By gentle, gen' rous love, tis true, 
They never can miſcarry; 

Nor damage come, nor loſs enſue, 
From honeſt, harmleſs HARRY. 


Xv. 


But ſhould a knight of greater hate, 
Precipitate invade, | 
Believe me, BELL, they then may need 

Some ſeaſonable aid. 


XVI. 


O may I ever be at hand 
From ev'ry harm to ſcreen em, 
Then, SAMSON-LIKE, I'll take my ſtand, 
And live or die between em. | 
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SIGNATURE OF LOVE. 


A- DESCRIPTIVE PASTORAL, 


IN THE MODERN STYLE« 


BENEATH the ſhadows of a glimmering Oak, 
Where conſcious Meads in ſoft deluſion broke, 
And ancient murmurs, tremblingly awake, 
Repel the neighbouring coolneſs of the Brake; 
Two. Swains, reclining. ſooth'd th' enamour'd tongue, 
And thus with fragrant vows, their pipes they ſtrung, 
| STREPHON. 
In every Grove the various Floods combine; 
A thouſand beauties baſk upon the Line; 


The ſolemn Breezes emulate the day; 
But CHLor is the ſubject of my lay. 


f | CoRY DON. 
Let Thunder, ſick' ning, ſmile upon the ground, 
And mazy Beams reflect a dawning ſound; 
Let lofty Echoes on Meanders throng; 
But PaiLLIs is the burden of my ſong. 
L 3 
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STREPHON., 


Cnr ox's to me more fair than azure Sight; 

More ſoft than Heifers melting into light : 

O come, ye ſwains, and leave th' enamell'd Morn ; 
The moſſy Garlands rival your return. 


CORYDON., 


My Pr1LL1s, wond'ring, ſtrives the Heat to pierce, 


And ſmiles precarious through the gay Reverſe : 
Ye Hills and Dales that cheer the verdant Sand, 
Bear me where Ages float at her command. 


STREPHON. 


My Love, regardleſs of the vernal Main, 
Like honey bluſhing, variegates my pain; 
And, like the bee, ſhe ſmooths the mantled green; 
Soft as the Stars, and as the Hills ſerene. 
C ORT DON. H 

My Love is like the rural Seats above; 
The Canopy of Fate is like my love; 
My Love is like the Deep, in purple dreſt, 
And all Ambroſia warbles in her breaſt. 

8 STREPHORN. | 
Now tell me, CoxyDon, and CHLoE take, 
What thing 1s that, by kings expell d the lake, 
Whoſe airy footſteps faded as they grew, 
Produc'd in ſilence, yet alive in blue? 


Fri 
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CORYDON, 

_ Firſt tell me, STREPHoON, and be PalLL1s thine, 
What thing is that ſo daringly divine, 

By Reaſon feather'd, and by Nature preſt, 

| Refulgent, doubled, trebled, and unbleſt ? 


: MENALCAS, 
Enough, enough O Shepherds, your delay Fil 
HIRE 
Retards the fleecy partners of the ſpray ; 1 
See, from yon Cloud impending Mirrors riſe; $i li 
| 
| 
| 
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See how the Vallies wanton in the Skies! 


From wave to wave reluctant ſhades appear, 
Revolving Swans proclaim the Welkin near, 
And aid the breathing Surface of the Vear. 
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EXTEMPORE LETTER 


n 77 
e 


From Captain Thomas *, at BERN ERA, to Captain Prices, 
| at Foa Tr AUGUSTUS». 


Written juſt before ſigning the Peace of Alx La CHAPELL E. 


” CoME, Tromas, give us t'other ſonnet,” 
Dear Captain, pray reflect upon it: 

Was ever ſo abſurd a thing, 

What, at the pole, to bid me ſing? 


* Formerly Student of Ch. Ch. Oxford. 
L 4 
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Alas! ſearch all thoſe mountains round, 
There's no THALIA to be found; 

And Fancy, child of ſouthern ſkies, 
Averſe the ſullen region flies 


I ſcribble Verſes! why you know, 
I left the Muſes long ago; 
Deſerted all the youthful band, 
To right the Files, and ſtudy BLawp, 


Indeed in youth's fantaſtic prime 
Miſled, I wander'd into rhyme, | 
And am'rous ſonnets penn'd in plenty, 
On ev'ry nymph, from twelve to twenty. 
Compar'd to roſes and to lilies 

The cheeks of Carrot and of PHILLIS; 
With all the cant you'll find in many 

A ſtill-born modern Miſcellany. 
My lines, how proud was I to ſee them, 
Steal into DopsLEY's New Muſeum : 
Or in a letter fair and clean 
Committed to the Magazine. 

Our follies change; that whim is o'er, 
The bagatelles delight no more. 

Know by theſe preſents that in fine 

I quit all commerce with the Nine! 
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Love-ftrains, and all poetic matters, 
Lampoons, Epiſtles, Odes, and Satires,. 
Theſe toys and. trifles I diſcard, 

And leave the bays to poet Warp “. 


No, now to Politicks confin'd i 
I give up all the buſy mind. 
Curious, each pamphlet I peruſe, 
And ſip my. coffee o'er the News ; 
But apropos, for laſt Courant 
Pray thank the Lady Governante, 
But what's this rumour in the mail 
From Aix — pho, what is't, Ila Chapelle? 
A Peace unites the jarring pow' rs, 
And ev'ry trade will thrive but our's. 
« Farewell, as wrong'd OTHELLo ſaid, 
cc The plumed troops, and neighing fteed,”” 
The Troops, alas! more havock there 
peace will make, than all the war. 
at crowds of Heroes, in a day, 
Reduc'd to ſtarve on half their pay! 
From Low N DAHL *twould pity meet, 
And Sa xx himſelf might weep to fee't.. 
Already Fancy's active power 
Fore-runs the near approaching hour. 


An officer in the ſame regiments 


/ 


170 THE OXFORD SAUSAGE. 


Methinks, (curs'd chance) the fatal ſtroke | 
I feel, and ſeem already broke : 

The Park I ſaunter up and down, 
Or ſit upon a bench alone. 

Sneaking and fad — le juſte portrait 
D'un powore Capitaine Refarmd ; 

My Wig, which ſhunn'd each ruder wind 
Toupee'd before, and bagg'd behind, 
Which JohN was us'd, with niceſt art, 
To comb, and taught the curls to part, 
Loft the belle-air, the jaunty pride, 
Now lank, depends on either fide. 

My Hat, grown white and ruſtick oer, 
Once bien trouſe? with Galan d'Or. 

My Coat diftain'd with duſt and rain, 
And all my figure quite Campaign. 
Fhabille fine with tarniſh'd lace, 

And Hunger pictur'd in my face; 
Tavern or coffee- houſe unwilling | 

'To give me a credit for a ſhilling ; 
Forbid by ev'ry ſcornful Belle, 
The precincts of the gay Ruelle. 

My vows, tho' breath'd in ev'ry ear, 
Not e'en a chambermaid will hear; 
No ſilver in my purſe to pay 

For opera ticket, or the play. 
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No meſſage ſent to bid me come 
A fortnight after to a Drum. 
No Viſits or receiv'd or paid; 
No Ball, Ridotto, Maſquerade, 
All penſive, heartleſs, and chagrin 
I ſit, devoted prey to Spleen. 


To you, dear PxI CR, indulgent heav'n 
A gentler, happier lot has giv'n; 
'To you has dealt, with bounteous hands, 
Palladian ſeats, and fruitful lands. 
Then in my ſorrows have the grace 
To take ſome pity of my caſe, 
And as you know the times are hard, 
Send a ſpruce Valet with a Card; 
Your compliments and beg I'd dine, 
And tafte your Mutton and your Wine ; 
You'll find moſt punctual and obſervant 
Your moſt oblig d and humble ſervant. 
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His Country's Hopez when now the blooming heir, 


Has loſt the Parent's or the Guardian's care; 


Fond to poſſeſs, yet eager to deſtroy, 
Of each vain youth, ſay, what's the darling joy? 


Y 


* 


988 


THE OXFORD SAUSAGE, 273 


Of each raſh frolic what the ſource and end, 
His ſole and firſt ambition what ?—to ſpend. 
Some Squires to GALLIA's Cooks devoted dupes, 

Whole manors melt in ſauce, or drown in ſoups : 

Another dotes on Fiddlers, till he ſees 

His Hills no longer crown'd with tow'ring Trees; 

Convinc'd too late that modern ftrains can move, 

Like thoſe of ancient Gx RRC, th' obedient grove: 
In headleſs Statues rich, and uſeleſs Urns, 

MaxMoR Eo from the claſſic tour returns. — 

But would ye learn, ye leiſure-loving Squires, 

How beſt ye may diſgrace your prudent Sires; 

How ſooneſt ſoar to faſhionable ſhame, 

Be damn d at once to ruin — and to fame; 

By hands of Grooms ambitious to be crown'd, 

O greatly dare to tread OLX MIC GROUND 
What dreams of conqueſt fluſh'd HILARIO's breaſt, 

When the good Knight at laſt retir'd to reſt! 
Behold the Youth with new-felt rapture mark 

Each pleaſing proſpect of the ſpacious park: 
That park, where beauties undiſguis'd engage, 
Thoſe beauties leſs the work of art than age ; 

In ſimple ſtate where genuine nature wears 

Her venerable dreſs of ancient years; 

Where all the charms of chance with order meet 

The rude, the gay, the graceful, and the great. 
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Here aged Oaks uprear their branches hoar, 
And form dark Groves, which Druids might adore ; 


With meeting boughs, and deepening to the view, 

Here ſhoots the broad umbrageous Avenue : 

Here various trees compoſe a chequer'd ſcene, 

Glowing in gay diverſities of green: 

There the full Stream thro' intermingling glades 

Shines a broad Lake, or falls in deep Caſcades. 

Nor wants there hazle copſe, or beechen lawn, 

To cheer with ſun or ſhade the bounding fawn, 
And ſee the good old Seat, whoſe Gothic tow'rs 

Awful emerge from yonder tufred bow'rs ; 

Whoſe rafter'd hall the crouding tenants fed, 

And dealt to Age and Want their daily bread ; 

Where creſted knights, with peerleſs damſels join'd, 

At high and ſolemn feſtivals have din d; 


Preſenting oft fair virtue's ſhining taſk, 


In myſtic pageantries, and moral maſk, 

But vain all antient praiſe, or boaſt of birth, 
Vain all the palms of old heroic worth! 

At once a bankrupt, and a proſperous heir, 
HILARIO bets, — park, houſe, diſſolve in air. 
With antique armour hung, his trophied rooms 
Deſcend to Gameſters, Proſtitutes, and Grooms. 
He ſees his ſteel-clad Sires, and Mothers mild, 


| Who bravely ſhook the lance, or ſweetly ſmil'd, 
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All the fair ſeries of the whiſker'd race, 
Whoſe pictur'd forms the ftately gallery grace; 
Debas'd, abus'd, the price of ill-got gold, 
To deck ſome tavern vile, at auctions ſold, 
The pariſh wonders at th' unopening door, 
The chimnies ſmoke, the tables groan no more, 
Thick weeds around th' untrodden courts ariſe, 
And all the ſocial ſcene in filence lies. 
Himſelf the loſs politely to repeir, 
Turns Atheiſt, Fiddler, Higwayman, or Play'r. 
At length the ſcorn, the ſhame of man and god, 
Is doom'd to rub the Steeds that once he rode. 

Ye rival youths, your golden hopes how vain, 
Your dreams of thouſands on the liſted plain! 
Not more fantaſtic SANCHoO's airy courſe, 
When madly mounted on the magic Horſe *, 
He pierc'd heav'n's opening ſpheres with dazzled eyes, 
And ſeem'd to ſoar in vifionary ſkies. 
Nor leſs, I ween, precarious is the meed, 
Of young adventurers on the Muſe's Steed; 
For Poets have, like you, their deſtin'd round, 
And ours is but a race on claſſic ground. 

Long time, the child of patrimonial eaſe 


Hieeolttus had cary'd firloins in peace: 
£ / N 


* CLAvILENOs See Dor Quixote, b. iis chap. 41. 
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Had quaff d ſecure, unvex'd by toil or wife, 
The mild October of a private life: 
Long liv'd with calm domeſtic conqueſts crown'd, 
And kill'd his.game on ſafe paternal ground. 
And, deaf to Honour's or Ambition's call, 

With rural:ſpoils adorn'd his hoary hall. 

As bland be puff d the pipe o'er weekly news 

His boſom kindles with ſublimer views. 


Lo there, thy triumphs, Tage, thy palms, PoxTMont! 


Tempt him to ſtake his lands and treaſur'd ſtore. 
Like a new bruiſer on BRoucn Tonic ſand, 
Amid the liſts our hero takes his ſtand; 
Suck'd by the Sharper, to the Peer a prey, 
He rolls his eyes that « witneſs huge diſmay;“ 
When lo! the chance of one inglorious heat, 
'Strips him of genial cheer, and ſnug retreat. 
How aukward now he bears diſgrace and dirt, 
Nor knows the Poor's laſt refuge, to be pert, — 
The ſhiftleſs Beggar bears of ills the worſt. 
At once with Duluęſi and with Hunger curſt. 
And feels the taſteleſs breaſt eguetrian fires? 
And dwells ſuch mighty rage in graver Sguires & 
In all attempts, but for their country, bold, 
Britain, thy ConsCRIPT COUNSELLORS behold; 
(For ſome perhaps, by fortune favour'd yet, 
May gain a Borough, from a lucky Bet,) 


ER 


— 


THE OXFORD SAUSAGE, 177 


Smit with the love of the laconic Boot, 

The Cap, and Wig ſuccinct, the Silken Suit, 
Mere modern PHatToNs, uſurp the rein, 

And ſcour in rival race the tempting plain. 
See, fide by ſide, his Joche and Sir Joh | 
Diſcuſs th' important point —of Six to One. 
For oh! the boaſted Privilege how dear, | 
How great the pride, to gain a Jockey's Ear ! — 
See, like a routed hoſt, with headlong pace, 
Thy MEMBERS pour amid the mingling Race! 
All aſk, what crouds the tumult could produce — 
Is Bedlam, or the C:mmons all broke looſe ? 

Their way nor reaſon guides, nor caution checks, 
Proud on a high-bred thing to riſque their necks, — 
Thy Sages hear, amid th' admiring croud 
Adjudge the States, moſt eloquently loud: 

With critic ſkill, o'er dubious bers preſide, 

The low diſpute, or kindle, or decide: 

All empty wiſdom, and judicious prate, 

Of diſanc d Horſes gravely fix the fate: 

And with paternal care unwearied watch 

O'er the nice conduct of a daring Match, 

| Meantime, no more the mimic patriots riſe, 

To guard Britaunia's honour, warm and wiſe: 

No more in Senates dare aſſert her laws, 

Nor pour the bold debate in Freedom's Cauſe : 

M 
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Neglect the counſels of a ſinking land, 


And know no Roftrum, but New-Market's Stand. 


Is this the band of Civil Chiefs deſign'd 
On England 's weal to fix the pondering mind ? 


Who, while their country s rights are ſet to ſale, | 


Quit Europe's Balance for the Fockey's Scale. 
O ſay, when leaſt their ſapient ſchemes are croſt, 
Or when a NATION, or a Marc is loſt ? 
Who Dams and Sires with more exactneſs trace, 
Than of their Country's Kings the ſacred race: 
Think London Fournies are the worſt of ills ; 
Subſcribe to ARTICLEs, inſtead of BiLLs: 
Strangers to all our Aunaliſis relate, 
Theirs are the Memoirs of th* Equeſtrian State: 
Who loſt to Ar.B10N's paſt and preſent views, 
HeBer*, thy CyronicLes alone peruſe. 

Go on, brave youths, till in ſome future age, 
Whips ſhall become the ſenatorial badge; 
Till EnGLanD ſee her thronging Senators 
Meet all at Weſtminſter, in Boots and Spurs; 
See the whole Houſe, with mutual frenzy mad, 
Her patriots all in leathern breeches clad : 
Of Bets, not Taxes, learnedly debate, 
And guide with equal reins a Steed or State, 


Author of an Hiftorical Lis of the Running Horſes, &c. 


* 
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How would a virtuous * Houhnhym neigh diſdain, 
To ſee his brethren brook th' imperious rein; 
Bear ſlavery's wanton whip, or galling goad, 
Smoak through the glebe, or trace the deſtin'd road; 
And robb'd of + Manhood by the murderous * 
Suſtain each ſordid toil of ſervile life. 

Yet oh! what rage would touch his generous mind, 
To fee his ſons of more than human kind; 
A kind, with each exalted virtue bleſt, 
Each geatler feeling of the liberal breaſt, 
Afford diverſion to that monſter baſe,” 
That meaneſt ſpawn of man's half-monkey race ; 
In whom Pride, | Avarice, Ignorance, conſpire, 
That hated animal, a yahoo-/quire. 

How are the THERONs of theſe modern days, 
Chang'd from thoſe chiefs who toil'd for Grecian Bays ; 
Who fir'd with genuine glory's ſacred luſt, 5 
Whirl'd the ſwift axle through the Pythian duſt. 
Theirs was the Piſan olive's blooming ſpray, 

Theirs was the Theban bard's recording lay. 
What though the grooms of Greece ne'er 709k the Odds ? 
They won no Bets but then they ſoar'd to Gods ; 


And more an HIERO's Palm, a PINDAR's Ode. 


Than all th' united Plates of GROR OCE beſtow'd. 


S Vid. Gur.iives's Travels. Voyage to the 8 
tA aL in the HazLtertan Library reads Hors &-400D. 
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Greece! how I kindle at thy magic name, 
Feel all thy warmth, and catch the kindred flame. 
Thy ſcenes ſublime, and awful viſions riſe, 

In ancient pride before my muſing eyes. 

Here Sparta's ſons in mute attention hang, 

While juſt Lycure vs pours the mild harangue ; 
There Xexxes' hoſts, all pale with deadly fear, 
Shrink at her fated * hero's flaſhing ſpear, 

Here hung with many a lyre of ſilver ſtring, 
The laureate alleys of II Iss us“ ſpring : | 

And lo, where rapt in beauty's heavenly dream 
Hoar PL Aro walks his oliv'd Academe —— 


Yet ah! no more the land of Arts and Arms, 
Delights with Wiſdom, or with Virtue warms. 
Lo! the ſtern Turt, with more than vandal rage, 
Has blaſted all the wreaths of ancient age: 

No more her groves by fancy's feet are trod, 
Each attic grace has left the lov'd abode. 

Fall'n is fair Greece! by luxury's pleaſing bane 
Seduc'd, ſhe drags a barbarous foreign chain. 

Britannia watch! O trim thy withering bays, 
Remember thou haſt rivall'd Grecia's praiſe, 
Great nurſe of works divine! Vet oh! beware 
Leſt thou the fate of Greece, my eountry, ſhares 


LION DAS. 


In 
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Recal thy wonted worth with conſcious pride, 

Thou too haft ſeen a SoL.on ina HYDE; 

Haſt bade thine EDwAR Ds and thine HENRIES rear 
With Spartan fortitude the Britiſb ſpear; 

Alike haſt ſeen thy Sons deſerve the Meed 

Or of the moral or the martial deed. 


SF 1 AE 
To the pie-bouſe Mzmory of NELL BATCHELOR, 


An OxForDd Pyt-WoOMAN. 
2. 
HERE deep in the duſt, 
The mouldy old cruſt, 
Of NRLL BATCHELOx lately was ſhoven ; 
Who was {kill'd in the arts 
Of Pies, Puddings, and Tarts, 
And knew ev'ry uſe of the oven, 
II. 
When ſhe'd liv'd long enough, 
She made her laſt Puff, 
A Puff by her Huſband much prais'd; 
Now here ſhe doth lie, 
And makes a dirt Pye, 
In hopes that her Cruſt will be rais d. 
: | M 3 
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CASTLE BARBER's SOLILOQUY. 


WRITTEN IN THE LATE WAR, 1760. 


J Who with ſuch ſucces —alas! till 

The war came on — have /bav'd the Caſtle 3 
Who by the noe, with hand unſhaken, 

The boldeſt heroes oft have taken ; 

In humble ſtrain, am doom'd to mourn 

My fortune chang'd, and ſtate forlorn ! 
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My /oap ſcarce ventures into froth, 


My rafors ruſt in idle ſloth! . 
Wispou!“ to you my verſe appeals ; 
You ſhare the griefs your Barber feels : 


Scarce comes a Student once a whole age, 


To ftock your deſolated College. 

Our trade how ill an army ſuits! 

This comes of picking up Recruits, 
Loft is the Robber's occupation, 

No robbing thrives—but of the Nation 
For hardy necks no rope is twiſted, 

And e'en the Hangman's ſelf is lied. 
Thy publiſhers, O mighty Jacxsox! 
With ſcarce a ſcanty coat their backs on, 
Warning to youth no longer teach, 
Nor live upon a Dying Speech. 

In caſſock clad, for want of breeches, 


No more the Caſtle Chaplain preachcs. 


Oh! were our troops but ſafely landed, 
And every Regiment diſbanded! 
They'd make, I truſt, a new campaign 
On Henley Hill, or Campsfield's Plain: 
Deſtin'd at home, in peaceful fate, 
By me fre/5-/bav'd, to meet their fate 


® The Covernor of Oxford Caſtle, 
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Regard, ye Juſtices of Peace! 
The CasTLE BaRBER's piteous caſe : 
And kindly make ſome ſnug addition, 
To better his diſtreſs'd condition. 
Not that I mean, by ſuch expreſſions, 
To /have your Worfbips at the Seffions ; 
Or would, with vain preſumption big, 
Aſpire to comb the Judges Wig: — 
Far leſs ambitious thoughts are mine, 
Far humbler hopes my views confine, — 
Then think not that I aſk amiſs;. 
My ſmall requeſt is only this, 
That I, by leave of LE IH“ or Parpot, 
May, with the Casz.z—/ave Bocarno, 


Thus, as at Fe/as oft I've heard, 
Rough Servitors in Wales preferr d, 
The Jones s, Morgans, and Ap-Rices, 
Keep Fiddles with their BExETICES. 


* The then Maſter of Balliol, + Principal of Jeſus Colleges 
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IMITATION OF HORACE, 


1CCI, BEATIS NUNC ARABUM INVIDES 
'CAZIS, &c. | + Le 1. ODE 21 


380 you, my friend, at laſt are caught 
Where could you get ſo ſtrange a thought, 
In mind and body ſound ? 
All meaner ſtudies you reſign, 
5 Your whole ambition now to ſhine 
The beau of the beau- monde. 


Say, gallant youth, what well-known name 
Shall ſpread the triumphs of your fame 
'Through all the realms of Drury ? 
How will you ftrike the gaping cit ? 
What tavern ſhall record your wit ? 
What watchmen mourn your fury ? 


What ſprightly imp of Gallic breed 
Shall have the culture of your head, 
| (I mean the outward part) 
Form'd by his parent's early care 
To range in niceſt curls the hair, 
And wield the puff with art? 
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No more let mortals toil in vain, 
By wiſe conjecture to explain 
What rolling time will bring: 
Thames to his ſource may upwards flow, 
Or GaRRI x fix feet high may grow, 
Or witches thrive at 7. ring: 


Since you each better promiſe break, 

Once fam'd for ſlov'nlineſs and Greek, 
Now turn'd a very Paris, 

For lace and velvet quit your gowny 

The SracvRITE for Mr, Town “, 


For Drary-Lane St. MaRY's. 


8 O - 


GIVE ear, and a comical ſtory I'll tell, 
*Tis of an old Doctor you know very well, 


Who, tho” as grave as a ſaint, got drunk as all hell. 
Tol de rol, lol, &c. 


It was on a "PIR as all have agreed, 
For the Doctor he held it a part of his creed, 
That the better the day, the better the deed, 


* Author of the Cox Ross UN. 
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He ſat, and he drank, and he toaſted old C ripſey, 
But he never ſuſpected he e'er ſhould grow tipſey, 
He bung'd cum ſeigſo till he was not ſeigſe. 


And when he had gotten as drunk as ten bears, 
He put on his ſurplice, and ſtagger d down ſtairs, 
face not able to ſpeak, yet reſolv'd to read Pray rs. 


4 


To the deſk then he came, and bow'd low on each fide, 
I will riſe and will go to my father, he cry'd; 
But ſtumbled and prov'd that he damnably lied, 


To the Pſalms then he got, but would you know how 
He ſpew'd on King Davio, and likely I trow, 
For he was as drunk as was DAvip's old ſow. 
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i To the Collects he got then, with much heſitation, 
While the audience all were in great expectation, 
Inſtead of a Pray'r came an Ejaculation. 


— ̃ en aan gg 


And now with reſpect to the Gown and the Band, 
How bravely muſt flouriſh the Church of this Land, 
1 Supported by Pilar not able to ſtand ! 


Tol de rol, lol, cc. 
2 p 
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ir 
On PARKER HAL L., born and executed at Oxr op. 


HERE lies PARKER HALL, and what is more rariſh, 
He was born, bred, and hang d in St. Thomas's Pariſh, 


* 


Occaſioned by Part of St. Mary's Church, in Oxford, being 
converted into a Law Scnoo0L. 


VEs, yes, you may rail at the Pope as you pleaſe, 
But truſt me that Miracles never will cea/e. 

See here — an event, that no mortal ſuſpected! 

See Law and Divinity cloſely connected 

Which proves the old Proverb long reckon'd ſo odd, 
That « the zeareft the Cn RCH the fartheſt from Gov.” 


—— 


— — . AY; a 222 2 — Se — » * o C - - —— * r 1 = + a U * © — r - * — n 3 . Do — = 
. 2 * Nr * > 2 — — 2 r . — —— —— Sat — HRP. ED 
8 Yr — ; - - 8 = = : — r — —— 
— 2 as 


— "mo Ty - A 
1 a — — — — — ͤ — — 
r rr COTS. 
8 — — — — —— r 
Fo — — — r 
Þ > — re * — 75 4 "= — >+73 2 


_- , .- — IT —__ 3 = 
5 —— — Sea . 


OF: THE 
N E WS M E N, 


From the Year 1754 to the Year 1772, 


\ 


C 


VB i 


0 Xx F/OKkD 


J 
* 


0 


THE OXFORD SAUSAGE, Igt 


1 
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OXFORD NEWSMAN's VERSES, 


FOR THE YEAR 1754. 


HAIL to this joyful ſeaſon of the year, 

Welcome alike to Ploughman and to Peer! 

The buſy Houſewife with domeſtic cares 

The ſweet plumb-porridge and the pie prepares: 
Delicious draughts the flowing bowls afford, 
And the fat ſur-loin ſmokes upon the board. 

Now while your hearts with generous joys run o'er, 
The neat-clad *prentice trips from door to door : 
And can ye to their hands a gift refuſe, 
Who comb your perukes, or japan your ſhoes ? 
Now too, inſpir'd with hopes of a reward, 

The BeLLMAN ſpurns at proſe, and ſoars a bard : 

While his ſlow bell at midnight hour he chimes, 

Streets, lanes, and allies ring with lofty rhymes. 

Shall not we NEWSMEN then, known men of letters, 

Turn poets at this time to pleaſe our betters ? 

Yet do not deem your ſervants vainly bold, 

Since many a tale of others we have told, 

If once in verſe our merits we unfold, 


In froſt, in ſnow, in tempeſt, and in rain, 
Up the fteep hill, and o'er the miry plain, 
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Patient we trudge ; nor e'er the toils refuſe, - 

Sweltering with noon-day ſuns to bring you News. 

Our weekly ſheets each circumſtance relate, 

And ſhew of Jews and“ MARRIAOEs the fate. 

From Us you learn what France and Spain deviſe, 

From Us what Murders, Fires, Rapes, Robberies, 

Who wed, is born, is chriſten'd, or who dies, 

'This common praiſe with others we inherit, 

But we may plead to you ſuperior merit, 

The various feuds of IN TERESTH + OLD and New, 

And who the Green upholds, and who the Blue, 

We only can inform you ; cautious ſteering 

In the vaſt Oc EAN of ELECTIONEERING. 
MasTERs! howe'er inclin'd to our petition, 

Or Green, or Blue, oh! make not oppoſition. 

We join no party, praiſe not or revile, 

Nor e er perplex our brains about the | Sgyle. 

Reward our labours, and but grant our boon, 

We ſhall not think that CHRISTMAS comes too ſoon. 


* Alluding to the Jew and MARRTIACE Bills, which paſſed the 
preceding ſeſſion. The firſt of theſe proved ſo unpopular as to be 
immediately repealed. 

+ The great Conteſt ia Oxfordſhire was at this Time depending ; 
and the parties were reſpectively diſtinguiſhed by OL» and New 
INTEREST, or Greens and Blues. 


T The alteration of the Szy/e had lately taken place. 
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VB RSE I, for the Year 1755. 


TE hallow'd ſeaſon and the joyful time, 

In which I us'd to greet you all with rhyme, 

Is now return'd—to erown the expectation, 

Of thoſe who follow the Mercurial Station: 

Vour bounty then, which freely you impart, 
Lives a whole twelve- month in a grateful heart; 
Quickens our ſteps, and makes us faſter go, 

Ard pay with diligence what you beſtow- 

When ſomething of importance tis we bring, 
Your goodneſs gives to every heel a wing: 

Not winds or waters can impede our way; 

Nor even earthquakes can prolong our ſtay. 
Though he, we muſt confeſs are dreadful things! 
And:-L1SBON's defolation * upwards brings. 
LISBON2 that ſhone about ſome two months fince, 
Th' imperial city of a potent prince.; 2 the 


But now - no more. Her palaces are laid 
As low as earth, and almoſt atoms made. 

' Turrets that lately dar'd to brave the iky, 
Now undiſtinguiſh'd with the rubbiſh lye, 
And can't pretend with cottages to vie. 
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May Heaven defend us from ſuch evils here! 
And puniſh fin a little leſs ſevere, 
And, if we may extend a Nexw/mar's prayers, — 


Confound the FRENCH, * and all their falſe affairs! 


That by next Chriſtmas we may carols ſing, 
To Peace and Plenty, Conqueſt and Our XING. 


VERSES, for the Year 1756. 


AS longing bridegrooms (join'd to heav'nly fair) 
Thinks moments months,; each minute a long year; 
Wiſh the day ſpent; to make exchange of hearts, 
When CoLix kindly mutual love imparts ; 
Thanks the kind gods who gave him Phebe fair, 
Since all his happineſs is center'd here. 

o long'd your NEWS-MAN for this joyous tide 
For which geeſe ſuffer, and the pigs have cry d) 
That he may to his cuſtomers rehearſe, 

In very humble, very home-ſpun verſe, 

How the wild Indians, ſavages forlorn! 

( Virginia's curſe, that ever ſuch were born) 

How they make head! our Settlements diſturb! 
Till Britain's rouz'd, their inſolence to curb. 


* A war with France is now commenced. 
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But mark th' event See Waſhington advance! 

And Wir/low* too! —that other foe to France ! 
How they attack ! — make a retreat more wiſe ! 
And, patient wait — GREAT BTiTain's tnoaun ſupplies. 


But what, good firs! ſays honeſt Ferdinand s 
The Bᷣraveſt men can do — but what can they do: 
All this was done — And, farther be it known, 
If nought we've gain d, we hope to ſave our own, 


On home affairs I'll not ſay much, 
{My paper + gives em all a touch) 
There you will find who's our, or in; 
When the houſe riſes, when it fits again: 
When madam brings a darling ſon ; 

At court—how zeatly things are done! 

M ho wants a place, and who a penſion, 
But theſe are things I ſcarce dare mention) 
How ſome folks riſe, whilſt others fall; 
Your Newſ/man brings account of all: 
Nor ſhall the Patriot be forgot, 

The man who fits; or, who fits not: 
Advice in zhis is worth my care; 

I hope you'll-LIxz the Bill of Fare. 


* Our commanders in America, at this time. 
+ Oxford Journal, 
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But e'er I end, I beg you'll think 
How far I've walk'd, with little drink; 
How bad the roads! how cold the weather! 
Two greater ills can't meet together: 
Yet pleaſe to let me taſte your bounty, 
As heretofore, my friend I'll count ye: 
Then travel on (nor fear diſaſters ) 
*Till CHRISTMAS next, to ſerve my Maſters. 


VERSES, for the Year 1757. 


WI NEWS. ME N, laſt Week (you'd have laughed 
had you ſeen us) 
Met together theſe verſes to make up between us: 


For we, like the Bellman, you know at this ſeaſon 
Muſt addreſs you in verſe, tho without rhyme or reaſon. 
Quoth Lochard,* for Lochard (perhaps you mayn't know it) 
When infpir'd by ale, is a very good poet ä 

« Shall we be dumb, while other Newſmen ſing 

The glorious deeds of Praſtia's mighty king? 
« Shall we be dumb, when all who carry News 
« For RAIKES or Pecock f, will this ſubject chuſe: 


A very fingular character, as a Newſman. 
＋ Printers of the 'Glouceffer and Reading Papers. 
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« As how in Germany he got the day ; 
« As how the King of Poland ran away. 

c Shall we be dumb, when ſpite of General BLAK ENEV, 
« MINORCA“, O Manorcal— French have taken ye? 
« Ard ſhall we not lament the Price of Grain, 

« We that have Mouths to eat —and to complain?“ 


Thus Lochard ſpoke in high heroic rhymes : 

Quoth another“ But why muſt we talk of the times? 
« The ſubject is ſtale, and our verſe only ſhews 

« What JAckso each week has ſaid better in proſe. 

« To move the kind hearts of our maſters and miſtreſſes, 
« Let us talk of our own, not the national diſtreſles,” 


Then judge, my miſtreſſes, my maſters judge, 
What hardſhips we endure, who patient trudge 
Through wind and wet, with ſcarce a coat our backs on,. 
To bring you JoURNALs every week from 74CKSON. 
Weeks f/ty-one without a gift we've reckon'd: 
O don't refuſe us in the fty-/econd ! * 
To your good healths, who let us have the Chink, 
We Newſmen, as in duty bound, ſhall driz#. 


General Blakeney commanded at Minorca, when that place was 
taken by the French in the year 1756. 
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VERSES, for the Year 1758. 


ANOTHER halſpenny upon News-Payzxs! 
Faith, *twas enough to give us all the vapours. 
Our maſter JacxsoNn vow'd it was a fin, 

And nobody would take his paper in. 

To raife the price he thought it was not right, 
And he himſelf not get a farthing by't. “ 

Some folks, he fear'd, would make it a pretence 
To leave his Journal off, and fave their pence. 
And yet he hop'd, you would not think it dear: 
It is but Two and Toe-pence in a Year, 


Thanks to his care, (and ours too, let me add) 
We have as many Maſters, as we had: 


Nay more, if you'll believ't—and where's the wonder ? 


In times ſo full of Battles, Blood, and Plunder! 

You Country Folks, that hve fo far from town, 

And have no Landim Papers ſent you down, 
Without our JOURNAL never would have known 
What's done in other nations, and our own. 
We told you, when our fleet firſt ſought the main, 
O ſhame to ExcLaN p! and came. back again. 


* An adt had juſt taken place for doubling the duty on news- papers. 
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What the Gazelte itſelf did never mention, 
We told you of the Hanover Convention *, 

O for a muſe from Oxrorp, whilſt I fing 
The glorious deeds of Pr uss1 A's mighty King! [| 
To tell the wond'rous battles he has won : 

But hold — this is too lofty —I have done ; — 
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Though Maſter print his Papers ev'ry week, 
Did We not bring them, You would be to ſeek. 
Think then, O think, what hardſhips we do bear, 
What toils we undergo throughout the year ; 
With pleaſure we refle on troubles paſt, 

And now rejoices. that CHRISTMAS comes at laſt. 


* 


VERSES, for the Year 1759. 


Er NewsMEN common Strains indite, 
Alas! poor ſouls, where ſhould they learn to write? 
But we of OXFORD. boaſt ſuperior knowledge, 
Where Learning flows from every Hall and College.. 
Scholars indeed we know not, but are known 

To moſt of thoſe that wait upon the Gown : 


* The Convention of Cleſter Seven, in th: Electorate cf Hanover; 
in conſequence of which the late Duke of Cumberland took umbrage, 
and quitted the army. 
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All vers'd in Arts, and deeply read in Books; 
Bedmakers, Butlers, Manciples, and Cooks « 

Oh could we learn from hence the happy art, 

To touch with pity every Reader's Heart! 

Now while each Journeyman and *Prentice flocks, 
For annnal favours, and a Chriſtmas Box, 

We beg the fame; attempting to repay 

Our Mafters' Bounty with an humble Lay: 
Tho“ paid in empty Rhymes the Coin excuſe, 

No better Coin is current with the Muſe. 


Each vaſt event our varied page ſupplies, 
The Fall of PRINCEs, or the Riſe of Pits: 
Patrints and Squires learn here with little coſt 
Or when a KincDom, or 2 Marc H is loſ ; 


Both ſexes here approv'd receipts peruſe) 

Hence Belles may clean their teeth,—or Beaux their goes. 
From us. inform'd, Bx1Tanxia's Farmers tell 
How LoU18BOURG * by Briti/> T hunder fell; 

"Tis we that ſound to all the trump of fame, 

And babes lifp Amberſi's and Boſcawven's name. 

The Clerk and Sexton EncLanD's Navy boaſt, 
Denouncing ruin to the Gallic coaſt ; 

Glad Traders ſee the fate of SENEGAL, 

And CLIVE's new Nabob given to BEN GAL; 


® Taken by General Wolfe, 


4 
by 
1 


THE OXFORD SAUSAGE, 


Pruſſia's great Prince with Bumpers deep they hail, 


While every village quaffs it's Chri/tmas Ale 
All the four Quarters of the Globe conſpire 
Our News to fill, and raiſe your Glory higher; 
While you fit pleas'd each enterprize to ſcan | 
Which Arms can execute, or P1TT can plan. 


VERSE'S, for the Year 1760. 


THINK of the Par us, my Maſters dear !. 
That crown this memorable year.! 

Come fill the glaſs, my Hearts of Gold, 
To BRITAILIN's Heroes briſk and bold; 

While into rhyme I ſtrive to turn all 

The fam'd events of many a JouRNAL. 


FRANCE feeds her ſons on meager Soup, 
*Twas hence they loſt their Gardaloup : 
What tho! they dreſs ſo fine and ja'nty ? 
They could not keep Marigalante. 

'Their Forts in Afric could not repel 
The Thunder of undaunted KzyeEr 3. 
Brave Commodore! how we adore ye 
For giving us ſucceſs at Goree.. 
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T iconderoga, and Niagara,. 

Make each True Briton ſing O rare at 

J truſt the taking of Croavn-Paint 

Has put French courage out of joint.. 

Can we forget the timely check 

WOLFE gave the ſcoundrels at * Quebec v. 
That name has ſtopp'd my glad career, 
Your faithful New/maz drops a tear ! — 


But other triumphs ftill remain, 
And rouze to glee: my Rhymes again. 


On Minden's plains, ye meek Mounſeers l 
Remember K1ncsLey's Grenadiers.. 
You. vainly thought to ballarag us 
With your fine ſquadron off Cape Lagos: 
But when Boscawen came, T La CLur 
Sheer'd off, and look'd confounded blue.. 
+ CoNnFLANS, all cowardice and puff, 
Hop'd to demoliſh hardy Dur: 
But ſoon unlook'd-for Guns o'eraw'd him, 
Hawk E darted forth, and nobly claw'd him. 


* Before this place fell the brave Wolfe; yet with the ſatisfaction 
of firſt hearing that his troops were viftorious. — The other places 
here enumerated were conqueſts of. the preceding years 


+ The French Admirals. 
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And now their vaunted FORMIDABII 

Lies captive to a Britiſs Cable. 

Would you demand the glorious cauſe 

Whence Britain every trophy draws ? 

You need not puzzle long your wit ; — 

Faux, from her trumpet, anſwers —— PIT T. 


VERSES, for the Year 1761. 
WII LE each true Briton drops a tear 

On GEORGE's* melancholy bier, 

Shall not we loyal Newſmen ſhew 

Some mark ſincere of ſocial woe? 

We that on Paper Wings on high 

Have taught his victories to fly, 

Outſtripping e' en imagination 

To ſpread glad tidings through the Nation; 
When CANADA was made our own, 

When PRUSSTIA's arms had conquer'd DAux; 
Whene'er on Land we've Victors been, 
Or gather'd Laurel's on the Main. 

Thus though we juſtly boaſt of Merit, 

We cannot ſhew a proper ſpirit, 


* Groß II. died in October 1760» 
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Unleſs th' exhilarating bowl 

Conſpires to warm the drooping ſouT : 
And drinking renders us unable 

To clothe ourſelves in Coats of Sable: 
Therefore, good firs, or Whig or Tory, 
We beg to lay our caſe before ye; 
And above all our worthy maſters, 

We firſt addreſs the Pariſh Paſtors, 

To give a caſt-off ſuit for Mourning,. 
Of which we'll pay th' Expence of Turning; 
So ſhall we Newſmen catch the mode, 
Nor trudge in rags along the road. 
As heretofore : — Hence ſhow and rain 
Aſſail our hardy limbs in vain. . 


And now, while ev'ry 'Fable's found 
With choiceft Chriſtmas Dainties crown'd,. 
While you enjoy with wiſhful: eyes, . 
The rich Plumb- Pudding, Beef, and Pies; 
Once more let's ſhare your gen'rous Treat, 
With Money make our purſe replete, 

We'll bleſs the bounty you afford, 
And hail the reign of GEORGE the Third. 


'® 
* 
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VERSES, for the Year 1762. 


WHILE Jacxsox tells in Weekly Profe 
How Britain triumphs o'er her foes ; 
Your NEWSMAN comes, in annual Rhymes 
To paint the Glories of the Times. 

Firſt then, a foaming Tankard bring, 
Sacred to GEORGE our youthful King; 
Nor. o'er your Newſman's Pipe and Pot 
Shall faireſt CHARLOT TE be forgot ; 
Than whom (God bleſs them!) more renown'd 
A princely Pair were never crown'd ! 
Had I, poor Newſman, but been able 
'To ſee them dine at Lord Mayor's table, 
I'm ſure I ſhould have ſtrove and thruſt hard 
To carry off a ſingle Cuſtard — 
Come, all inferior Heroes ſtand by, 
For here's a health to glorious GRANBY ; 
Whoſe Cannons make moſt noble harmony 
Amongſt the poor Meunſeers in Farmony ; 
But if his Name won't make ye ſmile, 
Think of our Throphies at Bellei/le. 
The French, from Breſt, about invading 
Are always puſting and parading ; 
Thoſe Pu are all too weak, I doubt, 
To ble their half-mann'd Navy out. 
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Come, let each Exgliſoman be merry 

At our ſubduing Pondicherry. 

Whoſe forts awhile ſtood ſhilly ſhally, 

Till CoortE was found too tough for Larry. 
Sure, it deſerves of Punch a Sneaker, 

To drink our fleet at Martineaker ; 

Which if tis took, we hope to tip ye 

The News of conquering Miſſiſi ppi. 

Then ſoon all Threats of War will vaniſh 
From Fleets and Armies, French or Span/h. 
Such are the Conqueſts England won 

In the fam'd year of Sixty-One. | 
Twas then ſhe triumph'd, as ſhe ought ; 
For, ſent by PITT, her Heroes fought |! 


VERSES, for the Year 1763. 
THE peace is made at laſt | 
The folks above world have it fo! 


Sure they were mov'd with ftrange vagaries 


Heigh- hs! 


To fign ſo ſoon PRELIMI-NARIES. 
Tis mighty odd the Parliament 
Should not petition Our Conſent. 
We were in hopes, ſince KEF EL's thunder 
Had got the haughty Spaniards under, 
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That ſome new Conqueſt would arrive 

To make us hungry NEWS-MEN thrive; 
And that another Sege would come, 

To clothe our ſqualling brats at home. 


But ſince upon our Cor,umns FUR 
We grave new victories no more; 
Since now Blackades, Capitulations, 
Fleets, Countermarchet, 8 amps, Iuwaſions, 
By ſea, by land, with many a drub, 
Amuſe no more the Weekly Club: 
We muſt attempt to entertain 
Your fancies in another ſtrain:— 
Our troops at Pori/month ſately landed, 
And every Regiment diſbanded; | 
"Thoſe ſons of Mars on Hov nsLow's Plain 
Will make, I truſt, a new Campaign : 
Hence we new paragraphs ſhall fetch 
And ſhew you that great General, KeTCHy 
Leading his Heroes on to die 
Without one ſhrug, or feature wry. 
We'll ſhew you many a Country Village 
Left naked to the Soldier's Pillage ; 
Inſtead of Towns, where GRAN B thunder'd, 
We ſhall exhibit — Henrogſis plunder'd : 
Look ſharp good women to your Gee/e/ 
"Theſe are the bleſt effects of Peace / 
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In ſhort, whatever Paragraph | ; 
Shall make you cry, or make you laugh; J 
*Tis your's to make your New/men happy, | 
This Chriſtmas, with a Cup of Nappy. 


VERSES, for the Year 1764. 


My MasrTzxs all, we MEN of NEWS 
Once more preſent our yearly Mz/e.; 
Who tells you, with her uſual lore, 
What to expect in SixTY-FouR. 
What tho' with "Trumpets, Drums, and Guns, 


ku A “ ARE bond FIT Ae Dd id 


Your ears no more our Fournal ſtuns, 
We now ſhall: ope a new Campaign, 
New bloody wars—on Britain's plain; 
Big with the Riots and the Routs 

Of thoſe famid chief — the INS and OUTS: : 
Shall ſhew you more ſurpriſing tricks 
Of Ambuſcades in Politicks.; 

Th' attack, retreat, and countermarchy 
Of many a Politician arch. 

But whether Engliſhman or Scot 
Should be Prime-Miniſter or not; 
Whether our Paper pleas'd you moſt 
When Piri viRorious ud the roa/? ; 
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Whether we beſt ſhall ſhew our duty 

In drinking WIL XES or drinking Burz t' ye; 
Tho' much is ſaid on either ſide, 

We take not on us to decide: 

We Nrws ur are of neither Party, 
Alone for England 's Welfare hearty ; 
Impartial we record the Fall 

Of Rogues and Robbers — Great and Small : 
Nor BRIToxs North, nor South, are we: 
Our Cauſe is GroRGr and LIBER TV. 
The Bellman, with his annual rhyme, 

Your favour gains, this Chri/tmas time; 
And ſure you'll own, if Truth you tell, 

In verſe we NEWSMEN bear the bell, 


VERSES, for the Year 1765. 


HARD T imes indeed We Men of News, 
Who here preſent our Nearly Muſe, 
Once hop'd our poetry to raiſe, 
When Peace had ſent us happier days; 
For Pxacx, we thought, would in her train 
Bring plenty back to Britain's plain. 
A Peace d'ye call it ? Sure 'tis worſe 
Than even War's ſeycreſt curſe, 4 
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What's the advantage hence we reap ? 
Say, has it made Provi/zons cheap ? 
Scarce can we now afford to meet, 
And ſhare our annual Sheep's Head T reat, 
Theſe troubles are a grievous tax on 
The Publiſbers of Maſter Ja CKSON. 
Oh, had we NEWSMEN rul'd the helm, 
While Via ry bleſt this happy realm, 
Nor Spaniſh Dont, nor French Moxx/eers, 
Had left all parties by the ears : — 
Our Peace had ftill been nam'd with glory, 
By growling Whig, and ranting Tory 6 — 
Not that we deem 1t meet to boaſt, 
Yet did we NewsMEN rule the Roaft, 
We'd ſhew our ſkill in reformation, 
Throughout the Markers of the nation. 
Meanwhile then, make s Statęſmen happy 
This Chriſtmas with a Cup of Nappy: 


Bring forth your Punch, your Strong, and Stale, 


The ſhiv'ring NewsMaAN's ſure regale: 
Nor let the authors of theſe rhymes | 
Find your Hearts — harder than the TI BS. 
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VERSES, for the Year 1766. 
WHERE CayTaix JoLLy's Howe of Lords 
At eve a ſnug retreat affords, — 
Amid the clouds of many a pipe, 

Porter our drink, our ſupper tripe, 
Like ſolemn Miniſters of State 
We NewsmEN held a grand debate, 
How beſt, this year, to entertain 
The publick with a Chriftmas Strain; 
How beſt to tell our noble Maſters 
Of all our dangers and diſaſters : 
Each, o'er his pint, propos'd his plan, 
And thus the conſultation ran, 

Says Bob, a Politician bold, 
„„ think our griefs might beſt be told 
« By ſhewing, to the nation's ruin, 
c What miſchief folks above are brewing ! 
« On Us theſe ills are ſure to fall, = 


„„We helpleſs NREwSsMEN feel em all! 


& Encloſures, and the Cyder- Tax, 

« Have half already broke our backs; + 

„While all our future hopes are vaniſh'd 

«© Now WILLIAM's dead, and WILXEs is baniſhed,” 
93 ; 
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Says Sam, — «© My lads—our pots, let's fill em 
ce And now you mention brave Duke WILL'E M, 
cc Suppoſe, to better our condition, 
“% The Country Parſons we petition, 
« To give us, if they'll bear the turning, 
Their caſt-off coats to make us mourning.” 
Says Teague, & Aye now by Jaſus, Honey, 
« If by your FYayr/es you'd get money, 
« Pray tell your Cuſtomers, altho' 
cc *Tis what already they muſt know, 
ce That Corn is ſo extremely dear, 
« Our Ale is quits become Small Beer 
« Sooner than thus 1'Il ſpend my penny, 
ec T'll join the White- Boys at Kilkenny ; 
5c Rather, while ſuch diſtreſſes wait us, 
c I'd ſtarve on wnexcis'd potatoes.” 
Wbile thus, uncertain what to ſay, 
We paſſed the tedious hours away, 
And whiff'd our pipes, and turned our caxons, 
Pop comes a Devil in from Jacxson's, | 
And threw theſe lines before us down, 
Sent by ſome Poet of the Goæun, 
Who, tho' a Member of the Yarfy, 
pities us in theſe times of ſcarcity. 
C My Maſters kind, whom choiceſt liquors bleſs, 
% Reward your NsgwsMAN's well-defign'd addreſs! 
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Oh think, how ill we fare, how oft we faſt, 
To whom Sheeps-tratters are a rich repaſt ! 


- 
Lad 


«« Regard our wants, who travel cold and wet, 

«« To crown your breakfaſts with a Week's Gazette! 
« Who, while the ſnows deſcend, the tempeſt roars, 
% Convey the fate of nations to your doors! — 

« Though JacxsoNn's weekly pen our paper frame, 
« To Us he owes one-half of all his fame b 

«« We lend a hand to lift him to the ſkies, 

And on our Vings abroad his Journar flies. 


— . — 


— — hÿ 
r — — — — — — — 2 


VERSES, for the Year 1767. 
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DISMAL the News, which Jacxson's yearly Bard 
Each circling Chriſtmas brings, — © The times are hard! 
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There was a time when Grauby's Grenadiers 
Trimm'd the lac'd jackets of the French Mounſeers ; 
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When every week produc'd ſome lucky hitt, 
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And all our paragraphs were plann'd by Piti. 


— 


We Newſmen drang — as England's Heroes faught, 
While every victory procur'd — a Pot. 
Abroad, we conquer'd France, and humbled Spain, 
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At Home, rich harveits crown'd the la anghing plain. 
Q 3 | 
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Then ran in numbers free the New/man's Verſes, 

Blythe were our hearts, and full our leathern purſes, 

But now, no more the ſtream of plenty flows, 
No more new conqueſts warm the Newſman's noſe, 
Our ſhatter'd cottages admit the rain, 

Our infants ſtretch their hands for bread in vain, 

All hope is fled, our families are undone ; 

Proviſions all are carry'd up to Loder ; 

Our copious Granaries Diffillers thin, 

Who raiſe our Bread but do not cheapen Gin, 
Th' effects of Exportation ſtill we rue; — 

I wiſh th' Exporters were exported too! | 

In every Pot-houſe is unpaid our Score; 

And generous Captain Joly ticks no more! 


Yet ſtill in ſtore ſome happineſs remains, 
Some triumphs that may grace theſe annual rains, 


Misfortunes paſt no longer I repeat 
Groxe has declar'd — that we again ſhall eat. 
Yweet Willhelminy , ſpite of wind and tide, 
Of Denmark's Monarch ſhines the blooming Bride : 
She's gone ! — but there's another in ber ſtead, 
For of a Princeſs, Charlotte's brought-to-bed : — 
Oh, could I but have had one ſingle ſup, 
One ſingle Sniff, at Charlotte's Caudle-Cup / - 
I hear—Gad bleſs it—"tis a charming Girl, 
So here's hey health in half a pint of Purt, 
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But much I fear, this rhyme- exhauſted ſong 
Has kept you from your Chriſtmas Cheer too long, — 
Our poor endeavours view with gracious eye, 


And bake theſe lines beneath a CHRISTMAS PIR! 


VERSES, for the Year 1768. | 

; | 
STILL fhall the New/nman's annual rhymes | 
Complain of Taxes and the T imes ? 
Each year our Cor is ſhall we make on 
The price of Butter, Bread, and Bacon ? 
Forbid it, all ye pow'rs of verſe! _ 
A happier ſubject I rehearſe. 
Farewell diſtreſs, and gloomy cares! _ 2 
A merrier theme my Muſe Prepares. f 
For lo ! to ſave us, on a ſudden, 
In ſhape of Porter, Beef, and Pudding, 
Though late, ELECTIONEERING Comes! — 
Strike up, ye trumpets, beat ye drums! 
At length we change our wonted note, 
And feaſt, all Winter, on a vote. 
Sure, canvaſſing was never hotter ! 
'But whether Harcourt, Nares, or C otter, T s 
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At this grand criſis will ſucceed, 
We Freemen have not yet decreed, — 
Methinks, with mirth your fides are. ſhaking» 
To hear Us talk of Member-Making ! 

Yet know, that We direct the ſtate ; 

On Us depends the nation's fate. — 
What though ſome Docror's caſt-off wig 
O'erſhades my pate, not worth a fig ; 

My whole apparel in decay; 
My beard unſhav'd — on New-Year's Day ; 
In me behold, (the Land's Protector! 

A Freeman, Neauſman, and Elector ! 
Though, cold, and all unſhod, my toes : — 
My breaſt for Britain's Freedom glows : —v 
Though turn'd, by Poverty, my Coat, 
It ne'er was turn'd to give a Vote. 

| Meantime, howe'er improv'd our fate is 
By jovial cups, each evening, gratis; 
Forget not, midſt your Chrytmas Cheer, 
The cuſtoms of the coming year : — | 
In anſwer to this ſhort EPISTLE, 

Your Tankard fend, to wet our Whiſtle 


oy 
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VERSES, for the Year 1569, 


We Men of News, in former days, 
Had glorious ſubjects for our lays : 

The Mutton-Pies* of witty Ben 
Employ'd, each year, our conſtant pen 
And oft our Chriſtmas Carol ſung 

The joint renown of JoLLY VOVNVG.— 
Such were the Newſman's Strains of yore ! 
But Muttan-Pies are now no more: 


And (theme too high for humble writer) 


(Lo! CAPTAIN JoLLy keeps the Mitre. 


Meantime, our Soldiers and Commanders 


Sent us brave paragraphs from Flanders ; 


And oft our Tars for conqueſt eager, 
Prov'd Beef ſuperior to Soup-meagre : 
While into rhyme we ſtrove to turn all 
The fam'd events of many a JouRNAL. 


Our Poets too, ne'er known to flinch, 


Who help'd us often at a pinch, 
(Though briſk and merry once as Griggs) 
Are now grave Dozs in grizzle wigs, — 


* See p. 17; et eq. 
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And is there now no riſing WIr 
With love of Verſe and Porter ſmit ? 
No Fre/men intimate with Jacxson 
Whom we may lay this annual tax on ? 
Ah! what, my MasTERs, can we do, 
Our Subjects loſt, and Poets too! — 
Subjects there are, J grant ye, ſtill, 
But all above our grey-gooſe quill: 
The viſit of the Royal Dane, 
The travels of the Northern T hane, || 
Queen CHARLOTTE's happy Lying-ix, 
The trophies of triumphant GLYNN, 
Our Patron W1LKEs, in durance vile. 
Demand a more exalted Stile. | 
What then, to cloſe our ſong, remains? 
But that, in unambitious ſtrains, 
We ſend a wiſh, that jovial cheer 


May uſher in the coming year; 

That Peace and Plenty both agree 

To make us honeſt, rich, and free: 

To wipe away (as heretofore ) 
The Natioz's and the Neww/man's ſcore © 
That Fortune's faireſt rays may ſhine 

To gild the dawn of SixTY-NiNE. 


* King of Denmark. I Lord Bate,  { ElgQt:d, | 
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VERSES, for the Year 170. 


As now Petitions are in faſhion 
With the firſt Patriots of the Nation; 
In ſpirit high, in pocket low, | 
We Patriots of the Butcher- Row, 


Thus, like our betters, aſk redrefs 


For high and mighty Grievances, 


Real, tho' penn'd in rhyme, as thoſe 


Which oft our JoURNAL gives in profe :— 


cc 


«c 


6; 


« Ye rural Squires, ſo plump and ſleek, 


Who ftudy— JacxsoN, once a week; 
While now your hoſpitable board 
With cold Sirloin is amply ſtor'd, 

And old October, nutmeg'd nice, 
Send us a Tankard and a Slice! 

Ye Country Parſons, ftand our friends, 
While now the driving fleet deſcends ! 
Give us your antiquated Canes, 

To help us through the miry lanes ; 
Or with a ruſty grizzle- wig 

This Chriſtmas deign our pates to Tf}. 
Ye noble Gem'men of the G:avn, 
View not our verſes with a frown! 


Thy 
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te But, in return for quick Diſpatches, 

ec Invite us to your Buttery - Hatches ! 

«© Ye too, whoſe houſes are ſo handy, 

c For Coffee, Tea, Rum, Wine, and Brandy 
10 Pride of fair Oxford's gawdy ſtreets, 

c You too our ſtrain ſubmiſhve greets! 
« Hear Horſeman, Spindlow, King, and Harper “* 
cc The weather ſure was never ſharper : — 
rc Matron of Matrons, MorhER Baccs! 

vx Dram your poor New/man clad in rags ! 

- « Dire miſchiefs folks above are brewing, 

c The Nation's —and the New/mar's ruin: 
cc Tis your's our ſorrows to remove; 

« And if thus generous ye prove, 

« For friends ſo good we're bound to pray 

« 'Till—next returns a New Year's Dy]! 


« Giv'n at our melancholy Cavern, 


« The Cellar of the ShEEP's- HEAD Tavenx.” 


VERSES, for the Year 1771. 
DEeLicious News—4 War with Spain ! 


New rapture fires our Chriſtmas Strain, 
Behold, to ſtrike each Britori's eyes, 
What bright victorious ſcenes ariſe! 


Keeper of noted Coftee-Hoyfes in Cxiarde 
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What paragraphs of Ergli/h glory 
Will Maſter JA ckso ſet beſore ye! 

The Governor of Buenos Ayres 

Shall dearly pay for his vagaries ; 

For whether North, or whether Chatham, 
Shall rule the roaſt, we muſt have-at-'em : 
| Gallons — Hawvannah — Porte Bello. 

Ere long, will make the nation mellow: 
Our late trite themes we view with ſcorn, 
Bellas the bold, and Parſon Horne : 

Nor more, through many tedious Winter, 
The triumphs of the Patriot Squinter, 

The [ns and Outs, with cant eternal, 


Shall croud each column of our JouRNAL,— 


After a dreary ſeaſon paſt, 

Our turn to live is come at laſt: 

Gen'rals, and Admirals, and Feaus, 

C out ractors, Printers, MrN or News, 

All thrive by War, and line their pockets, 

And leave the works of Peace to blockheads. 
But ftay, my Muſe, this haſty fit — 

The War is not declar'd as yet : 

And we, though now ſo blythe we ſing, 

May all be pre/s'd to ſerve the King! 

Therefore, meantime, our MasTzxs dear, 

Produce your hoſpitable Cheer: — 
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While we, with much ſincere delight, 
(Whether we publiſh News — or fight) 
Like England's undegenerate ſons 

Will drink — C onfufion to the Dons ! 


VERS ES, for the Year 1772. 


| WHILE We full ſadly labour through the Winter, 
How nobly thrives our Joux xAL's honour'd Printer! 

A lucky Dog, and born to ſave his Bacon, 

Behold, the King t-head Tavern he has taken! 

There with eau Almanacks he cuts a flaſh, 

And Magazines adorn the new-made ſaſh. 

What though, as if the houſe had ſtill a ſign, 

His Cellar's ftor'd with Brandy, Rum, and Wine, 

In ſuch rich draughts our cares We ſeldom drown 
He keeps them —for his Aurhors of the Gown, 
Correctors, Puffers, Paragraph-Compoſers, 
Scribblers, and Scribes, your Poets and your Proſefs, 
Lo, theſe (ſo croſs of human things the fate is!) . 
Each eve frequent our Maſter's Tavern gratis: 

While We who lend his Journar Wings to ſoars 
Higher than Journal ever flew before, 

Our ſpirits down, our wigs without a curl, 


Can ſcarce procure a ſcanty Pint of Purl. 


— 


\ 


THE OXFORD SAUSAGE. 223 


Yet ſtill ſome hopes of future luck remain 
In ſtore — methinks I ſpy a War with Spain. 
Jacxson ! too long thy Journal has been full 
Of Jews, of Ducheſſes, of Wilkes and Bull; 


And ſure, although I think he ſeems to tune us, 


We've had enough of that ſly Raſcal Jun ur 

A War wou'd give new Spirit to our Paper, 

And make our Mafer and his New/men caper. 
But let us look at Home —and Fortune there 

A more propitious aſpect ſeems to wear: 

The Paving-A# though many a poor man rues, 

Tt brings ſome comfort to us Men of Nexvs : 

Rare tidings for the Wretch whoſe lingering Score 


Remains unpaid - BOARD O“ is nb more ! 


Nor more, where many a Publiſher has ſtood, 
The PiLLoky* uprears its yoke of wood: 
Nay ev'n the Sroc ks,“ where, having quaff'd our fill, 


We fate in ſtate, have left the Cizy-Hill : 


To crown the whole, and what you all muſt know, 


The Hax MAN was enliſted long ago. t 


Yet ah! *mid real ſorrows and vexations, 
How vain are all ſuch flattering conſolations ! 


* The City Goal, &c. taken down by the Oxford Paving AQ 
P See P · 183. 
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Can Hopes of happier times our wants remove ? | 

A preſent help can Eæpectation prove? ” | 
Therefore, my Maſters, your Relief afford, 

Nor ſhut the Neww/mar ſrom your Chriſtmas Board! 
Your Bounty yet was never known to fail us, 

Come then, as uſual, Dram us, Punch us, Ale us; 
And, not averſe to this our Song's Deſign, 

At leaſt permit ns once a Year to Dive, | 


1 ng " 
Ln * 


